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Yourkiddies, too, will be just as enthralled by the adventures 
of Peter and Pearl, and all the wonderful and quaint characters 
to be found in Gibbs new Fairy Book, “Defenders of 
the Ivory Castles.” The Book is beautifully illustrated 
in colours throughout. 


Send for a copy and a useful sample of Gibbs Dentifrice — 
the Dentifrice that Dentists use and advise. Write your 
name and address on a sheet of paper, enclose 3d. in stamps 
for packing and postage, and post to address below. 
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*** Took,’ he said, ‘why that’s he 


BY Io SLUT 


By Ek. F. BENSON 


(Author of ‘*Dodo,’’ ‘* David of Kings,’’ ‘‘ Alan,’’. ‘‘ Mother,’’ etc. ). 


Y friend Louis. Carrington, with whom I was to 

i spend a liberal week-end, met me in his car at 

Whitford Station on Friday afternoon. There 

had been a long spell of damp and windless 

weather, and the fog which had been so thick in London was 

scarcely less dense down here ; the whole of Surrey. seemed 

to be blanketed in this white opacity. Even when we 

got free of the town we could do no more than crawl along 

the road with prolonged hoots at every turn and corner. 

Occasionally, when the air was somewhat clearer, a glimpse 

could be seen of a sombre copper-plate low in the west, 

which one supposed was the sun, for the reason that it 
could scarcely be anything else. 

Louis was unusually silent; his attention, of course, 
was largely taken up by this blind progression, but I soon 
became aware, through that perception which long in- 
timacy gives, that there was something on his mind. In 
answer to a direct question he admitted this was so, and 
said he would tell me about what he called “this very 
painful affair’? when we got home. It did not, he relieved 
me by saying, directly affect him or his immediate circle, 
but it was a very sad thing, very sad indeed, and he fell 
to silence and knitted brow again. 

We arrived at the end of our four-mile drive without 
accident, and found his wife in the jolly spacious hall 
which they used as general sitting-room. It was pleasant 
to come out of that inhospitable dimness into the warmth 
and light, but over Margaret also there was this same 
shadow of anxiety or suspense, and even as she greeted 
me she said to him: 

3 Any news yet about him, Louis ?” : 

No, poor chap, not a word,” said he; I’ve communi- 
cated with the police, and search parties are going out.” 

__ And you've advertised?” she asked. 

- Yes; county and London papers, telling him to come 
back without any fear. I signed it myself, and I think he 


trusts me. Now I'm going to tell Frank the whole story 
to see if there is anything else he can suggest.” 

The story certainly was.a painful one, though to me, 
personally, it concerned a man whom I had never seen in 
my life, and of whose existence till this moment I had never 
heard. Louis is the manager of the local branch 
ofa big banking house in Whitford, and his sub-manager, 
Thomas Oulton, had worked his way up through thirty 
years of industrious and honourable service to his present 
position. He was respected and liked in the town,. he had 
a good salary with an ample pension ahead, and, as far as 
was known, he had no money worries of any kind. 

“ And then without warning,” said Louis, “ only yester- 
day came the crash. A client of ours came to see me 
about some securities we held for him. Among them were 
a hundred shares of a certain cement company, which. had 
lately offered new shares to its holders at a price consider- 
ably below the market quotation. They had the right to 
purchase at par one new share for every four they held; 
our client therefore could buy twenty-five of these for 
twenty-five pounds. We had advised him to do so, and at 
his orders had applied for them, and in his pass-book there 
duly appeared this sum in payment of them. His list of 
investments, which we held for him, had lately, been made 
up, and we noticed that though he was debited with the 
payment of them, they did not appear init. I felt sure 
that there was some explanation of this; probably the new 
certificates had not been issued yet, and sent for Oulton. 
My clerk came back, saying that Oulton had left the bank, 
saying he was going out for lunch, a few minutes before ; 
he had left, in fact, when he saw this client of ours come in 
and ask to see me. 

“Half an hour passed, and an hour. Oulton did not 
come back at all. I sent round to the restaurant where he 
usually had his lunch, but he had not been there. Soon 
after I rang up his house in the village here to know if he 

(Continued on p. 6) 
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had been home. He had been in, and told his wife 
that he had to go up to our head office in London 
over some business, and might not get back, if the 
fog was bad, till next morning. Accordingly he 
took away with him a suit-case with the few 
things he would want. Now I knew there 
was nothing connected with the bank that 
could have taken him to London, but I 
rang up the head office. He had not 
appeared there. Then, still almost in- 
credulous that there could be anything 

wrong in the case of so steady 

a man, I went into the affair 

myself. I found that the 

certificates had been 
issued some days 
before, and soon 

there was no 

longer any 

doubt that 

Oulton 


re 


aa 


Bese criae 


OR i 
had debited our client’s account with this paltry sum and taken 
the money.” 

“And then I suppose you found other defalcations?” I 
asked. ; 

“Not one. All other accounts with which he had anything 
to do were perfectly in order. I am quite positive that Oulton 
had never done such a thing before. He knew that our client 
was a very rich man, and that the chances were a hundred to one 
that he would never notice so small an omission. But he just 
happened to do so. Oulton must have known, too, that if he 
had come to me and told me what he had done I could have 
managed something. I should not have proceeded against a man 
who had served us so long and faithfully for a sudden madness— 
for it was no less—of this kind. But I suppose that the sight of 
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the client he had defrll 
coming in and asking : 
see me broke his if 
for he must ha 
guiltily guesseq wh 
his errand a 
Even Now, if he « 
only be found, o,; 
seeing my advert 
ment, he comes hy 
I shall somehow oa 
him out of the trout] 
I daresay it js my di 
to have him Prosecute 
but I consider it no less 
duty to save a man with a log 
and blameless record like his fy 
ruin. And when duties confi 
you have to choose between then 
We assented to this, and g 
silent a few moments. But thy 
seemed nothing more that could} 
done; Louis’ advertisement v4 
the best chance of getting ho 
of the unfortunate man, a 
the only course at pres 
was to wait inti 
hope that soy 
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news of him, or, best of all, he himself, should turn UP. i 
other more cheerful topics unfolded themselves, and we ‘ 
of agreeable schemes for the spending of the next es 
should the fog permit us to do anything at all. ‘ 

Golf was one, for there was a good links near by 02 d 
stretch of sandy, heathery country outside Louis’ wooded ae 
another, particularly dear to him in this season of oe 
observing the arrivals of migrating birds, The open pe 
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ds below his house, and his fine sheet of water that lay deep 
poods them, ringed with copses and banks of sedge, should all be 
thin ith movements of the northerly-travelling hosts. 
Fe the best of my belief Oulton was not mentioned again 
Ring, but I have to record what now seems to me the 
oe the series of those odd occurrences which I do not profess 
ae in, At the time it struck me as a mere fanciful impres- 
Be coy part, but in the light of what soon happened it seems 
¥ Pesconable to suppose it was a manifestation—faint, and 
Py coming “ through ’’—of the power (whatever that was) 
‘ee soon gave clearer evidence of itself. Louis, after tea, 
ent to his room to finish up some business, and Margaret to the 
ursery to play with her two smal] children, and thus I was 
t alone in the hall, thinking, as far as I am aware, of birds and 
if rather than Oulton. As I mused, rather drowsily, by the 
re, 1 thought I heard a very faint tinkle from the telephone at 
= far end of the hall. It certainly was not the usual peremptory 
mmons, and lazily I waited for it to be repeated. It came 
min, still faint and far-away, and I went to the instrument. 
mere were little clicks and buzzings to be heard, and then J 
Mpught I heard a voice ina whisper saying something inaudible. 
“Who is it?’ I asked. I can’t hear you.” 
| had hardly spoken when a voice from the exchange said, 
Number, please ?”’ I had explained that there was some mes- 
be coming through, and was told that no connection had been 
de through the exchange. But, though I had felt sure there 
bd been someone there, I might have been mistaken. The bell 
Mt summoned me had not sounded as it generally did. The 
mpression, however, remained that someone wanted to commu- 
tate with this house. 2 
The evening passed in a perfectly normal 
amer, We dined and played cut-throat, but all 
ts time, still fancifully I suppose, the idea re- 
bined in my head, sometimes growing very 
sistent, that there was someone 
ying to make his presence felt. 
lewent to bed shortly after 
idnight, and I instantly 
ll asleep. 


mn pescreamed to me to run 
place, but the same 


lerror held me fast’? 
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I awoke out of a perfectly dreamless sleep with the impression 
that I had heard the bell of the church clock strike ; indeed some 
vibration of it still lingered in the air. It was perfectly natural 
that I should have done so, for. the church stood only a few 
hundred yards away, at the bottom of the steep slope by the 
garden. I was drowsy, but certainly still awake, when I heard 
it again ; it struck one, but now I was sure it was not the chime 
of the clock, but one of the church bells. After an interval it 
came again, and yet again; the bell was tolling as if for a 
death. It was odd that it should be rung in the middle of the 
night, and I wondered what the reason for that could be. And 
then, quite suddenly, there came into my mind the thought that 
Oulton was dead. Where, so to speak, it came from I had no 
idea, but it instantly crystallised into a conviction. 

My room was almost completely dark; from the windows 
came no ray of light at all, but there was still a red coal or two 
smouldering out in the fireplace. And then I was aware that 
over the end of my bed there was forming in the air a patch of 
something dimly Juminous, an oval of greyish light. It seemed 
to hang unsupported, and as I watched it, not exactly frightened, 
but in some numb suspense of the mind, it defined itself a little 
more and took the shape of a human face. The outline grew 
complete and firm; I could see the form of ears jutting out rather 
prominently from the side of the head, but of features their was 
no trace at all. Then suddenly the suspense of my mind broke, 
and in an access of panic terror I felt for the switch of the 
electric light, still keeping an eye glued to that developing face, 
and throttled by the horror of perhaps seeing eyes and mouth 
form themselves in the blankness of it. Then the room leaped 
into brightness, and there was nothing there but the safe-cur- 
tained emptiness of it, with the dying embers clinking in the 
grate. As I recovered from the grip of the terror, my curiosity, 
I suppose, awoke, and it cured my cowardice. I turned out my 
light again and watched, but there was no sign of it now, and the 
tolling of the bell had ceased. Already it seemed to my normal 
consciousness quite unreal, and I wondered if I had dreamed it 
all. But if so, the night-hag had ridden me with a spur, for 
my forehead dripped with the dews of that moment’s terror. 

I slept late, and found Louis and his wife already at breakfast. 
Just as I entered I heard him say to her: - 

“But the child must have dreamt it. 
have been tolling in the middle of the night. 


The bell could not 
Ah, good 
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(Author of 
‘Captain of Souls,’’ 
Phe Ringer,” 
“The Terror,” 


etc. ) 


“*You brute,’ she 
breathed. . . . Slick 
Dawlish was not 
smiling any more. 
He stood glowering 
down at her, his 
hands in his 


pockets”’ 
were eke Cond icd ce 
RS. LEVERTON CARN really reached her “T suppose I’d better pop off to the Continent some. 
M decision long before her legacy came, and when where, Bunny. What do you say to a trip ra : 
she was just plain Mrs. Wainford, the widow “You go alone, Slick.” 
of a very gallant officer who had died fighting on the The voice was very cold, very even. For a moment 
Somme. he was shaken out of his indifference. 

Plain Mrs. Wainford she had never been. At twenty There is no need to put on record his expostulations. 
she was beautiful. At thirty-five hers was that ethereal The story of his many journeys to Cheyne House, only to 
loveliness which would have inspired poets had she lived find that Mrs. Wainford was out. 
ina poetic age. The news of Willie’s death had shocked Five years passed. The Leverton Carn fortune and 
her—or rather she was shocked by her own attitude, for the Leverton Carn diamonds came to Bunny Wainford. 
her first sensation had been one of incredible relief. It He read one day the announcement that she had changed 
was a painful shutting down of an unpleasant story. The her name by deed poll, and went smiling to bed—he had 
magnificent heroism of his passing should have wiped out been up all night trimming an opulent young Guardsman 
all bitternesses. Memories of crude infidelities, of shame- who had the misfortune to sit in a game with him. 
less dishonesty, of that one open-handed blow he had Slick’s manipulation of a pack of cards was his most 
struck her. amazing accomplishment. 

But somehow those ugly pictures remained in her mind. He used to read of her movements in the society 
And then came Slick, handsome, tall, debonair, a young columns of the newspapers : 


man who met trouble, for which he was mainly respon- 


5 : : 3 “Mrs. 5 i I 
sible, with asmile. She thought she loved him; she was Muse ever togra carn, tre | widow 5 Ob) ave aee an 


sure he loved her. There was no earthly reason why they pues : : 

should not marry. Marriage stood for bondage in her When he read this he laughed till the tears came into 

mind, and the prospect was not alluring. Yet she would his eyes. For Slick had a secret which he shared with 

have married Slick; her real humiliation was that he had none. 

always found a good reason against such a course. And They met occasionally, but he paid no further visit to 

Slick Dawlish became involved in the Maidstone baccarat the flat until a certain December 24 ; 

scandal, and narrowly escaped prosecution. The dinner had been a good one; the game which 
Misfortunes do not come singly; within a.month he followed had been short and profitable. Slick came out 

figured in yet another unsavoury affair. One of his horses of a club which was not too particular as to its member- 

was most palpably pulled; there followed an inquiry, and ship, feeling at peace with the world. How much of his 

a few weeks later that deadly notice in the “ Racing benignity was traceable to that excellent °19 wine and 

Calendar ”’ :— that marvellous old brandy, and how much to his 
Following upon an inquiry by the stewards of the Jockey momentary affluence, it may be difficult to separate. 

Club into the running of Dictionnaire, the stewards warned He hailed a cab with a lordly gesture, his first in- 

Mr. Basil Windon Dawlish off Newmarket Heath. tention being to go home to his flat in St. James’s Street, 
Slick read the announcement with some amusement, yet when the cabman asked for orders : 

and got on the telephone to his friend. Apparently she “Cheyne House, Chelsea Embankment,” he said. 

had read about it in the evening newspaper. The cabman drew a long face. 


(Continued on p. 14) 
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“The fog’s thick along the Thames, sir. I’ve only 
just come from Westminster.” 

Slick was dimly conscious that the fog was thick where 
he stood—a yellow, blinding mist through which the street 
lamps glowed wanly. 

“Cheyne House”’ he repeated, and got in. 

Their progress was slow. Somewhere in the region of 
Chelsea, as they guessed rather than knew, the cabman 
stopped and Slick got out. 

“The Embankment can’t be very far from here, sir,” 
and added: “It’s a wonderful night for the Cat.” 

At the moment Slick was not interested in fashionable 
burglars, though the Cat’s exploits had been a general topic 
of conversation at most of the dinner-tables he had visited 
in the past week or two. 

“All right,’ he said, and paid the cabman magnifi- 
cently. 

He had a knowledge of topography and a surprising 
memory. He remembered, for example, certain big, 
acorn-shaped rail-tops that surrounded a museum, and 
when, groping in the dark, he felt one of these, his progress 
to Cheyne House was simplified. It was five years since 
he had put his foot inside that flat of hers. If she 
was rotten to him he could go away again. After all, a 
fellow had an excuse for calling at this season of the year. 
He had still got her key on his ring he ought to 
return that. Perhaps the hall porter would not admit him. 
- - + Hewished he could climb like that cat bird, and 
chuckled for a long time at the thought of the surprise it 
would give Bunny. He was not quite sober. 

Marjorie, the maid, opened the door to him. Her face 
was a little pallid; one hand was behind her. 

“Oh, Mr. Dawlish!” she gasped, and seemed very 
relieved. She opened the door wider. ‘ Won’t youcome 
in?” 

He walked into the lighted hall, hung up his hat and 
coat and followed the girl, who backed before him into the 
drawing-room. The same room, but beautifully decorated. 
The furniture was new, terribly expensive; the lamp- 
brackets on the wall were of silver, the glass chandelier 
was new. He grinned. 

“Mrs. Leverton Carn is out,” said the 
girl. ‘‘She went to the theatre with Lady 
Lorford.”’ 

“Oh!” He stroked his chin gravely, 
saw that the maid’s hand was 
still behind her. 

“What have you got there ?”’ 
he asked. 

Silently she produced the 
thing she was holding; a small 
poker. 


“Are you expecting a 
friend?”” he asked  good- 
humouredly. 


It was the Cat-burglar she 
feared; her defensive attitude 
was not an unusual phenomenon. 
Had not old Mrs. Curter recently 
invested in a large navy revolver 
to protect her emeralds? And 
that pink-faced woman who lived 
with somebody or other —he 
couldn’t remember whom—in- 
vested in police whistles and 
burglar alarms ? 

The maid was talking. 

“Tt’s like out of a book, isn’t 
it, sir? Fancy a burglar wear- 
ing evening dress.” 

“Good lord!’”? said Slick. 
“ec 

All burglars wear evening 
dress some time or other; it’s 
part of their punishment.” 

He walked to the French 
windows, opened them with 
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some difficulty and stepped out on to the balcony. Below 
was unrelieved murkiness. 

“Tt’s a ghastly night, eh? Give mea spot.” 

She went out and came back with a tray, and he helped 
himself liberally, though he remembered that whisky goes 
badly on top of champagne. 

Now that the maid had recovered herself, she remem- 
bered certain prohibitions and was a little uneasy. This 
he detected, and he anticipated the cause. 

s Excuse me, sir. Madam will be rather angry 
won t she, when she finds you here?”’ ‘ 

He was looking at her; Marjorie had got older; all the 
bloom had gone. He took a pack of cards from his pocket, 
and, sitting down to a little table, began to shuffle and cut 
almost mechanically. 

“Marjorie, do you remember the old times when 
nobody had a bob in the world?” he asked. “I bet 
they’ve put up the rent of this flat since I left. Somebody 
told me Cheyne House has become quite fashionable.” 

He offered the cards to the girl. 

“ Cut,’ he said laconically. 

She hesitated and presently obeyed, a little awkwardly, 
a little timidly. He dealt five cards quickly to her and 
five to himself. 

“Don’t pick them up,” he 
said. “You've got three aces 
and two kings,’’ and when she 
turned the cards up he roared 
with laughter. “I learned that 
at Sunday school,’ he 
said, and suddenly bent 
his head, listening. 
“There's a car.” 

He opened the win- 
dow again and walked 
on to the balcony, and 
presently heard 
the whine and 
rattle of an an- 
cient machine. 
AS taxi. ive 


5 OLY 
him, carried him 
to a sofa, and sat 
him in the corner 


No. 13784, NOVEMBER 25, 1927] 


came back, closing the window, and found the girl still 
waiting a little apprehensively. 

“Mr. Dawlish, I wish you'd try to persuade madam to 
keep her jewels at the safe deposit,” she said. “It terrifies 
me having those diamonds in the flat. And everybody 
knowing that she’s got them here. There was a bit in the 
paper the other night. I cut it out.” 

She searched the mantelpiece where apparently she 
had deposited the cutting. He took the slip from her 
hand and read :— 

Mrs. Leverton Carn is one of the society women who do 
not fear cat burglars, Most ladies would keep the Carn 
diamonds in a bank, but Mrs, Leverton Carn prefers the 
security of her own sate. 

“Silly,” was his comment. “ She’s asking for it.” 

“With this burglar around ”’—began the girl, and then 
the bell rang. 

Slick poured himself out another whisky. He heard 
Bunny’s voice, the click of an opening door, but did not 
look round. He knew she was standing in the doorway 
surveying him, and guessed that that survey had in it 
nothing of approval. Presently he turned his eyes. 

“ * > } 

Come in, Bunny. Don’t stand’on ceremony ; we’re 
all friends here,” he said. 


“Bunny was 
standing in the 
doorway”? 
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She was lovely; he expected nothing less. Lovelier 
than he had ever seen her. She took off her wrap and 
handed it to Marjorie. 

“T will ring when Mr. Dawlish has gone—which will 
be very soon,” she added. And, when the door had closed 
on the maid: “ Did you come to see me or Marjorie?” 

He laughed quietly. 

Your tastes are so catholic that one is never sure. 
Teashop waitresses, grass widows ready for the haymaker, 
chorus girls.” Her shrug completed the category. 

“And widow ladies down on their luck, eh?” said 
Slick, amused. 

She walked to the little settee near the fire and sat 
down, offering her cold hands to the blaze. 

“T deserved that,” she said, without looking up, “ but 
I thought you could resist the temptation. Marjorie tells 
me you did have the decency to ring—you have never 
returned the key.” 

He was on the point of telling her that it was in his 
pocket. Instead: 

“ Lost it,” said Slick. 

She looked at him thoughtfully. 

“ . 

You haven’t improved.” 

“When my little reformer got tired of improving me, 
I lost interest,” he said flippantly. 

She might have told him that it was impossible to 
improve a man who would rather steal than work. 

“T often wonder why you didn’t turn cat-burglar,” she 
said: “it is the fashionable branch of your profession.” 

He shivered. 

“Cat-burglar—any kind of burglar—horrible life ! 
Out of doors in all kinds of beastly weather—climbing up 
spouts—ugh !”’ 

She smiled faintly. 

“Card-sharping is easier. Picking up stupid young 
men of your own class and fleecing them.” 

He laughed. 

“You're frightfully amusing to-night. What have you 
been seeing—a musical comedy? Not that that would 
depress you. You can’t hurt my feelings, Bunny darling.” 

Her shoulders moved inperceptibly. Then, as his hand 
strayed to the decanter: “ Don’t drink any more, Slick.” 

“Call me Basil,’ he mocked her. “Basil! Fancy 
giving me a name like that! No wonder I went wrong.” 

He splashed some soda into the glass. 

“If they'd christened me Percy, I’d have had a 
chance.” 

“Where did you get the name ‘Slick’ ?” she asked 
him, and it occurred to her that it was amazing she had 
never asked that question before. 

“At school ’? he began, and stopped short. “ When 
I was a kid.” 

She almost gasped with astonishment at her discovery. 
She had known him all these years, and for the first time 
in her life she had discovered his raw spot. 

“T wonder what they’d think of you at your school— 
now ?” she asked innocently, and saw the scowl gather on 
his face, and guessed she was right. Here was the chink 
in his armour. 

“T don’t want to discuss my school,” he said gruffly. 
“Do you mind? We'll keep that out of the conversation.” 

She looked at him in amused wonder. 

“That’s your tender spot, is it? I never knew that 
before. The perfect gentleman!’ She mimicked him. 
“ ¢\\7e will not discuss my school—do you mind? We are 
old Festonians.’” 

She saw the angry red come to his face. 

“Drop it—I mean that!” he said. 

She might call him a thief and he would laugh; a 
card-sharper, and he would be amused She had called 
him worse than either, and he had done no more than 
make her an ironical bow. But at the first reference to 
bhisischools 3. =. -- 

“Why have you come?” she asked quietly. 

He felt in his pocket, took out a note-case, laid two 
bank-notes on the table. 


(Continued on p. viii) 
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Old English 
LAVENDER 


HERE is no Lavender quite like the famous Yau 
Lavender. 


It has such a gracious charm, caer a fresh aawitiness of: 
appeal. . A lovable fragrance, fraught with memories . 


of happy days and joyous occasions. 


AT CHRISTMAS give Yardley Lavender — the most ‘f 


charming of little Gilts. 
Per Bottle from. 3j- Decanters from 21)- 


ie Fappidey Soap (Box of 3 Tablels) 2[6. — Face Powder (per Box) 1/9. Compact 2/6. 


Face Cream 1/62 -Talcum Powder $/2: Bath Salts iGsfasy | 


per? Bottle 2|6-- Bath Salts ( Lablets). Box 0 
GIF PCASES 9/6, 6/s. 5/> tlc. 
OF ALL CHEMISTS. COIFFEURS AND STORESS 
YARDLEY 
i °8, New Bond ‘Strect, LONDON 
MU PARLS : 24-Avenue det Opera 
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ugsestions Zor Christmas 


Gifts. 


3273 
“BOBBED” CASE in Lizard, with 
blue enamel brush. 25/6 
M. 156 


1 PARTY CASE in cross-grained 
_ morocco, in various colours, fitted with 
_ brush, comb, mirror, lipstick and 
powder-box. 15/6 


4J.156 .. 
SABRETACHE BAG in real jazz 
morocco, lined suedene, with embossed 
sprayed front and flap. 

2H. 126 


SABRETACHE BAGS in real jazz 
morocco, embossed sprayed front and 
flap, fitted with large mirror and captive 
purse. 12/6 


4H. 106 Smaller size 10/6 
4C. 76 » 2» 7/6 


; 143 
MANICURE. CASE in real leather, 
fitted as illustrated. , Se eee Ee 


BATH CRYSTALS in presentation 
vase, red or blue design. Four 
perfumes: Violet, Verbena, Lavender 
and Cologne. 5/9 


( 
‘ various colours. } 
d E 
B 
; POWDER BOWL, ,hana-paintea, in q 
+1 various colours and designs. 8/11 \ 
2 776 , : 4 
| PERFUME SPRAY, to match. 12/6 4 
Hl 
} i} 
i Vi CHT, i 
vf 
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WRITE FOR ILLUSTRATED 


CATALOGUE 


LONDON. W.1: 182 REGENT STREET, 
MANCHESTER: Tue Roya EXCHANGE, 
GLASGOW, C.2: 101-105 SAUCHIEHALL Sr., 
NOTTINGHAM: Hicu Sr. & PELHAM St. 


OVER 800 BRANCHES THROUGHOUT GREAT BRITAIN. 


Boots Pure Druo Co. Ltn,, NOTTINGHAM, , 
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RITES 


stint: 


RMING 


By BEN TRAVERS 


Author of ‘*Thark,’’ ‘* Rookery Nook,’’ ‘* A Cuckoo 
“*The Dippers,’’ etc. 


in the Nest,’’ 


‘** What is a Froth-blower ?’ asked his lordship” 


(The Translation of Gugnunc is ‘Happy Uncle.’ The ‘ Happy 
Uncle’ or ‘ Christmas party’ spirit is what we wish to be always 
felt by every member of the League.’’—Membership Book of 
the Wilfredian League of Gugnuncs.) 


" What is a Wugmunc ?”’ inquired the learned judge. 
“A Wugmunc, m’lud,” replied Mr. Spiller, K.C., 
“is, I am informed, the member of a society designed 
primarily for the benefit of young persons, with the power 
to co-opt adults. The—ah—the Wugmunc Society ——”’ 

“ May I interrupt my learned friend ?” said Mr. Leemer, 
K.C., rising. “The correct denomination is the 
C.A.O.W , that is, Cuthbertian Association of Wugmuncs.” 

“The institution, m’lud,’’ continued Mr. Spiller, “was 
founded by the enterprise of 
the Press. It may be said to 
constitute a juvenile order of 
Froth-blowers.”’ 

“What is a Froth-blower ?”’ 
asked his lordship. 

“ Every Wugmunc,” pro- 
ceeded Mr. Spiller presently, 
“takes vows of initiation in- 
volving the most stringent 
obligations.” 

“Without desiring to inter- 
rupt my learned friend,’’ said 
Mr. Leemer, again rising, “I 
think he is putting the matter 
rather strongly. This will be 
obvious to your lordship when 
I mention the fact that 
membership in the C.A.O.W. 
extends to animals.”’ 

The K.C.’s held a_ brief 
consultation aside. 


“Mr. Leemer, K.C., had done 
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“Tt doesn’t, does it ?”’ said Spiller. 

“ Certainly it does,” replied Leemer. 
pet squirrel is a member.” 

“Oh, sorry, thanks old boy, righto,” said Spiller ; then, 
no longer aside, “If I may be spared continual and need- 
less interruption by my learned friend, the fact I wish to 
impress upon the members of the jury—a fact which will 
be duly corroborated from the witness-box—is that my 
client, the defendant, is a inember of this order.” 

“Ts the plaintiff a Bugtunc, too?” inquired his 
lordship. 


“My kids’ damn 


. . . 


The defendant sat with one hand supporting his chin 
the other twisting his watch- 
chain. His whole appearance 
was one of abject humiliation 
and misery. This—he was 
reflecting—this the result of 
all his trouble to discover a 
pleasant and restful Christmas 
retreat. From the thousands of 
2 ideal resorts with superlative 
hotels—what a pick ! 

Here he sat, a modest, 
well-meaning man in the glare 
of the public searchlight. Mr. 
Leemer, K.C., had done his 
worst with him. Mr. Leemer had stood there, twisting 
himself into coils of forensic effort and releasing himself, 
like some horrible electric spring, shooting off great sparks 
of stinging epithet and malicious innuendo. Only a few 
minutes now, while the inferior Spiller vented his long- 
winded nothings, and then would come the ordeal of the 
witness-box. It might be on the posters, ‘‘ Bagshot in the 
Box.” Awful, awful! 


his worst with him”’ 
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How awful, in any case, had Leemer made the story 
sound. Here, in a brief outline, was Leemer’s opening. 

The Spa Hotel, Chisslewold, catered particularly for 
winter guests, and was full at Christmas. So must have 
been the defendant Bagshot. At any rate it was not 
denied that late on Christmas night this Bagshot was 
discovered in the bedroom 
of an elderly female visitor. 
Whether the latter resented 
this attention did not arise. 
Apparently she didn’t, as 
she had been subpcena’d * 
for the defence. In point 
of fact the lady had not 
been in her room at the 
time of the invasion. But 
a third hotel guest, Mr. 
Grooch, hearing strange 
cries emanating from her 
bedroom, had hastened 
thither and switched on 
the electric light. He saw 
the defendant standing in 
the centre of the room in 
his night attire. Recog- 
nition was mutual and 
simultaneous. Without 
hesitation defendant Bagshot struck plaintiff Grooch a 
violent blow in the region of the dressing-gown-cord-knot, 
at the same time shouting the words “ Dirty Dog!” Help 
arrived and defendant was removed to his own room, 
which was next door to that of the elderly lady. Early in 
the morning of Boxing Day defendant quitted the hotel 
at the request of the management. 

Defendant had spared no effort to get the matter 
settled out of court, but Mr. Grooch had decided to face 
the very considerable inconvenience of taking public 


action. The affair reflected upon the hitherto unblem- 
ished character of the Spa Hotel, a fact which Mr. 
Grooch, as a prominent shareholder, felt bound to 
recognise. 


Spiller, after dealing laboriously and Gites ineffectively 
with Leemer’s witnesses, rose and plunged into Wugmunc- 
kery. Bagshot felt himself blush deeply. He wished he had 
never told his solicitor about this dashed Wugmunc feature 
of the case. It could do no good, and would only make 
him look a bigger fool. But he had at least guarded 
against any chance of the real truth being brought to light. 
That, at all costs, was essential. 

And now—horror! His time had come. He was 
called to the witness-box. A very nasty-looking usher 
came and ushered him. He stepped into the box like one 
in a dream and gingerly handled a sadly moth-eaten little 
Testament. 

He answered questions almost subconsciously. Even 
now, when care and concentration were vital, his mind 
wandered back wistfully to 
those associations which still 
rendered the Spa Hotel a 
not altogether displeasing 
memory. 

“During your stay at the 
Spa Hotel, did you agree 
to become a Wugmunc?”’ 
asked Mr. Spiller. 

How well he 
remembered. 
It was on his 
first evening 
there. He went 
and sat in the 
loggia, which 
was a glass- 
roofed _ sitting- 
place for 
patrons of the 


PB. 


Mrs. Panting 


“He got heavily on to a feare and toured the loggia’”’ 
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year-old little girl. 
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Spa who sat a good deal. The loggia usually looked like 
a special compartment in a very well-appointed poultry 
farm, set apart for the benefit of the broody. On this 
occasion, however, he had been alone in the loggia. He sat 
there and read a magazine which he found on a ledge 
below one of the wicker tables. It was a copy of “ Yachting 
and Boating’ for February, 1925. Herecalled every detail. 

Then in she came, that charming woman with the six- 
She sat near him, conversing with 
the child in that style of reserved pleasantry with 
which one addresses one’s young in the company 
of strangers. He remembered eyeing her round 
“Yachting and Boating,’ and seeing her just 
finishing eyeing him as 
he eyed her. He twice 
cleared his throat; then 
fell back on the obvious 
means of getting about it. 
He smiled at the little girl. 
How many an obnoxious 
child has not been thus 
beamingly encouraged in 
loggias ? 

The little girl, readily 
responsive, came to him 
and said, “ Please will you 
be a Wugmunc ?” 

“Betty, Betty!’’ from the mother. 

“Oh, it’s quite all right,’ said Bagshot heartily, “I 
should like to be one very much.” He got heavily on to 
all-fours and toured the loggia, giving a poorish imitation 
of the noise emitted by some indefinite beast. 

Betty regarded him with a cold lack of humour. 

“Whatever that is, it’s something quite different,’ she 
said. ““Wugmuncs are a sociation, and I want to be a 
Dame Wugmunc by getting joiners. Please get up and 
tell me your name, and give me a shilling.” 

“Tt’s really an excellent thing for the tots,” 
the mother. “ It’s run by a paper for charities.” 

“Oh, i see,’ said Bagshot, sitting alongside the 
mother. “I’ve only just arrived here. What sort of 
a place is it? I thought it looked dull at first, but I 
don’t now.” 

“Well, it has been rather dull,’ said the mother. She 
was perhaps thirty, and,had very bright blue eyes, and 
crinkled her nose when she smiled, and wore ear-rings. 
“But I daresay it'll be better than Christmassing at home 
with only my little girl. I’ve lost my husband, you see.” 

“Oh goo—oh, hard !—oh, yes?” said Bagshot. 

“What’s your name for the Wugmuncs, please?” 


asked Betty. 


PB 


explained 


Bagshot to Spiller. “I agreed 
munc—that’s quite right.” 


* Er, yes,” =" & 
to become a Wug- of 


“take 
obligations 


you,’’ proceeded Spiller, 
terest in the 


TN nd di ‘d 
considerable in- 


involved, and 
study to  prac- 
tise them ?”’ 


Betty outed 
a little cardboard 
book of the 
‘Wugmunc laws. 
Mrs. Tripp 
(mother)& 
showed it 
to Bagshot, 
leaning across 
with her 
cheek quite 
close to his 
and point- 
ing things out. 
She had the 
most beautiful 
fingers 

(Continued on p. 28) 


it said” 


wee Wug, 


Wug, Boomug,’ 
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“You see, if one Wugmunc wants another Wugmunc, How could he tell the truth ? 
he or she calls out, ‘Wug, Wug, Boomunc,’” explained How could he say that he thought it was Mrs. Tripp’s 
Mrs, Tripp. room, and hadn’t been told that she had swopped rooms 
“And the other,” added Betty, “hurries there, shouting with Mrs. Panting because the northern aspect touched up 
‘Mune, Munc, Wugboo. ’ Mrs. Panting’s rheumatism? How could he say that, on 
“T’ll try and learn that,” said Bagshot. hearing the sounds, he thought Mrs. Tripp was having a 
ess we ll test you, won ‘twe, Betty?’ said Mrs. Tripp. little bit of harmless good-night Christmas fun and wugging 
> DY} do,” said Bagshot. “Hold on. Let me get it. at him from next door? How could he describe the sudden 
*Munc, Munc ——’”’ excess of wrath which smote him on seeing the detested 
The night was warm for the time of year, but the loggia Grooch, who had been dogging Mrs. Tripp with his sinister 
after dinner was well furnished with steam heat, patience- attentions all through the festive season, standing there in 
cards, and knitting. Bagshot was restless. An odious what Bagshot thought was Mrs. Tripp’s bedroom ? 
individual with a dark moustache appeared bent on Loathy Leemer rose to cross-examine. 
inflicting himself on Mrs. Tripp. His name was Grooch, “Were you drunk on Christmas night ?”’ 
it seemed, and Bagshot ’ascertained without difficulty in “ Certainly not.” 
the loggia that Grooch spent most of his evenings in this “Do you imagine that a lady in need of urgent assist- 
same employ. An encouraging glance from Mrs. Tripp ance from any cause would summon help by cries of 
assured Bagshot that this state of affairs was not of her “W. ug, Wug, Boomunc’ ?”’ 
ordering ; but soon, unable to stick the sight of Grooch, |, She might if she were a keen Wugmunc.” 
he went to his room to get a book. He remained there “Do you still assert that you really did hear cries of 
for some minutes. As he left, someone emerged from this description coming from a dark and empty room ?’ 
the room next door, and behind him on the stairs came a ves. a 
welcome voice. “J put it to you that you attacked the plaintiff in a 
“Wug, Wug, Boomunc,” it said. fit of.senseless aberration engendered by the Christmas 
He swung round, muncking and booing promiscuously. festivities.” 
“Tt’s quite warm,’.said Mrs. Tripp; “ would you like PANIOS” 


It seemed waste of time to 
call Mrs. Panting. But Spiller 
risked it. She couldn’t make 
matters much worse. 

She had been having a very 
late bath at the time of 
Bagshot’s invasion and 
knew nothing about it 
till afterwards. 
No, she bore no 
resentment if 


to take a turn Guide: 

So her room was 
next to his, was it? 
Not that that 
mattered one way or 
the other, but—well 
UGE te ho a. SODat 
so it was, was it ?— 
that’s all. 

“ Well, yes,” said 
Bagshot to Spiller. 


‘Where have 
you put my 
Eno’s, you 
dirty dog?” 


“ I—I took a good Mr. Bagshot 
deal of interest in really thought 
the obligations, I heheardhercall. 


Spiller was 
still engaged in 


suppose.” 


“Were you honey- mouthed 
aware,” asked Spiller, “that. Mrs. Panting was also a manceuvres with Mrs. Panting when a note from someone 
Wugmunc ?” : in the public gallery found its way at last into Bagshot’s 

Mrs. Panting. The most senile and steam-heated of all possession. He read it dreamily, then craned his neck 
the loggia broodies; the patience queen, the tzarina of vainly aloft. The note was hastily handed along to Spiller. 
knitting needles. Bagshot scarcely knew her to speak to. Spiller frowned over the note, cocked up his head at Mrs. 
But the little Wugmunc joke soon became common pro- Panting. “ Do you possess a parrot ?’’ he demanded. 
perty. Betty recruited every visitor without mercy; also “Yes; it’s with me now. They won't take it in at the 
their pets. Pets were encouraged at the Spa. The’ hotel I’ve gone to this morning, so it’s waiting for me ina 
management wisely catered for them; the clientéle con- taxi.” 
sisting largely of such persons as keep Pomeranians in ‘Was this parrot with you at the Spa Hotel?” 
their beds and Pekingese in their wills. “Yes: in my bedroom. Why, good gracious, I never 

Betty roped them all in. It was Christmas time and thought of that. It slept covered up in its cage.”’ 
everyone was ina good humour. Quite elderly gentlemen “And this parrot,” cried Spiller dramatically, “is alsoa 
called “ Wug, Wug, Boomunc,” to the waiters in the dining- Wugmune ? M’lud, I submit that this parrot be produced.” 
room. Mrs. Panting restored Miss Smee’s mislaid knitting “ Allow me, please, Mr. Spiller,” said his lordship a few 
with’a gallant exclamation of “ Munc, Munc, Wugboo.” minutes later. He regarded the parrot with dignified 

“Yes, I knew she was a Wugmunc,” said Bagshot to disdain over his glasses, and consulted his notes. 
Spiller. : “Now, then,” said his lordship to the parrot. “ Wug, 

2 5 i : ; Wug, Boomunc.” 

So, on the fateful night, had Bagshot, in his bedroom “Munc, Munc, Wugboo,” said the parrot. “ Wug, 
on Christmas night, heard cries of “ Wug, Wug, Boomunc ” Wug, Boomunc—Munc, Munc, Wugboo. Anna, where 
issuing from the room next door. He had. No, he wasn’t have you put my Eno’s, you dirty dog?” 
in bed, but yes, he was in his pyjamas. Yes, he had pro- ; ; ; : ; 
ceeded hastily to the next room calling, “ Munc, Munc, Bagshot met her outside the court. ‘‘ How splendid,” 
Wugboo.” Why had he gone by way of the verandah she said, “the case being settled between you like that. 
and through the unlatched window of the next room? And what a lucky brain-wave of mine, wasn’t it? It came 
Well, it was the quickest way, and he thought he was badly to me in a flash this morning, when Betty reminded me 
wanted. The cries were repeated and excited. she had made that parrot a Wugmunc. Not very com- 

Did he see anyone in the room? Not at first; the plimentary to my voice, were you? Still, it was wonderful 
room was in darkness and he couldn’t find the light. of you to keep me out of it. J know you meant to do that. 
When the light went up he saw Mr. Grooch there. Yes, Where are you going now ?’ 
he admitted he struck Mr. Grooch. “Where am I going, my dear lady ; where can I go?” 

“Why?” from his lordship. No reply. “Come, said Bagshot. “I daren’t stay in England. I should be 
come—why?” Bagshot murmured something about Boomuncked at all over my club.” 
resenting Mr. Gooch’s presence in the room. _So they honeymooned in Italy. 


28 


No, 13784, NovEMBER 25, 1927] THE TATLER 


A TRIO—sy Stan Terry, Cane, and Farceur. 
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Grandfather (at half-time, comes on the field to greet his hefty “Ere, Alf, I reckon I lost me job—I just dropped a brick am” 
grandson, who is playing a sterling game in a particularly strenuous it’s broke” it 
first-half): Splendid, my boy. Well done, indeed. Damme, your'e “Go on; that's nothin’™ 
playing like a-a-a thwarted woman ! “Oh, ain't it? It’s broke on the foreman’s rapper!” 
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By E. 


AY 7 

Peak, 3 Go Su 

NCE there was a Boy, and L:} because he was 

QO perhaps also somewhat of a \ poet he was not 

easily pleased, so he said to himself, “I 

want Romance, but it must be the real thing, 

the love of my life; moreover, I will go into the world 

and seek it, for then only will I find, the real, the true 
Romance.” 

So he went forth into the world, and it happened that 
one morning in early spring when the earth was full of 
promise and the air sweet and filled with the song of birds, 
he walked along a country lane. He looked at the banks 
on either side and saw the small green things pushing their 
tiny bodies through the soft earth, and he whistled for the 
joy of life and the feeling of spring in his own lithe body. 

Suddenly he looked up and saw a Girl coming towards 
him. She was very fair and slim, and her rose-coloured 
gown fluttered delicately as she walked. She looked 
straight at him as she came, and the Boy stood quite still 
for a second, while his heart beat so fast he could hardly 
breathe; then he ran forward. When they met they 
both stood still; the stones at their feet were not more 
motionless. 

“Oh!” gasped the Boy, “but you are beautiful. I 
never imagined anyone could be so beautiful. Tell me 
your name; please tell me your name quickly.” 

“My name is Romance,” said the Girl. 

“T knew it,’ cried the Boy triumphantly, “ the minute 
I saw you. I meant to find you, and I have. You are the 
real, the true Romance. Marry me, and there never will 
have been such a life as ours since the world began, and 
there never will be again. Will you?” 

“Yes,” replied the Girl who was a simple soul, and 
not given to overmuch conversation. 

“ The first thing to do,” said the Boy, for at that time 
he was an optimist as well as a poet, “is to go to London, 
where I shall get plenty of work and make heaps of money, 
so that you can have everything your heart desires.” 

“Yes,” said the Girl, “thank you’’; and she put up 
her hand which was like a white flower, and stroked his 
cheek. 

“We'll go at once,” said the Boy, almost fainting with 
happiness and the wonder of Romance. 

So they went at once, or almost; the Boy had to pack 
a few odds and ends and one or two garments in a suit- 
case, but the Girl had no belongings, and the only clothes 


ROMANCE 


CRAIG. 
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she seemed to possess were those she had on. “ Which,” 
thought the Boy, “just shows how far superior Romance 
is to other women who always have to go about with 
masses of luggage.” 

They arrived in London and rented a small back attic 
in Soho from a rich man who, because he could see that 
they were very poor, very young, and very much in love, 
charged them an exorbitant price for it. 

They paid for the first week in advance without a 
murmur, and with the money that was left over, spent an 
afternoon that fell little short of Heaven at Mr. Wool- 
worth’s where they bought many things at sixpence each, 
and some for less, for the back attic, pressed against each 
other happily in the crowd, and laughed delightedly into 
each other’s eyes. 

Luckily before the next week’s rent was due, the Boy 
had found some work, albeit of a humble kind, so they 
continued to live in the tiny room in Soho, and in spite 
of great poverty and lack of what is known as “ proper” 
food, were happy as two birdsina nest. . 

One morning the Boy woke earlier than usual, and, 
sitting up in bed, stared at Romance, who lay sleeping 
beside him. She lay quite still, her body looking like a 
piece of slim ivory in the pale morning light. The Boy 
gazed at her for a long time. “She does look peaky,” he 
thought. ‘Pale too, with great rings under her eyes. I’ve 
noticed it for some time now; as for her body, it’s a bag of 
bones,” and he made a sharp movement which roused 
the girl. 

“What’s the matter ?”’ she asked. 

“Nothing,” said the Boy, “ with me. 
know is, what’s the matter with you?” 

“ Nothing,’ answered Romance. “ Why?” 

“Oh, I don’t know,” said the Boy, “ but you’ve been 
quite different lately. Always dull and listless. You don’t 
look the same as you used to. Your hair has lost its shine, 
your eyes are heavy, your face is pasty, and as for your 
body—anyway, why can’t you wear a nightgown like other 
women?” 

“ But you used to love my body,” said the Girl. 

“Yes, of course, but not now,’ retorted the Boy. 
“How can I? It’s too thin, it’s nothing but a living 
death, an animated skeleton. Even your dress isn’t the 
same. It used to be a lovely rose colour, and look at it 
now! A dirty grey!’ And he pointed wrathfully at the 


What I want to 
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: “Certainly,” replied his host, and he led him down the 
ROMANCE-—continued. long room to where the group stood round the woman. As 
they came, she lifted her eyes and looked at the man, then 
she lowered her white lids and went on talking, but the 


dress which hung limply over the dreary rail at the foot man could hear his heart beating so loudly that he felt 
of the bed. everyone else must hear it too. 
“Tt’s only lost its colour because it gets dirty so The host murmured an introduction and departed. “I 
quickly, and I have to wash it so often,’ replied Romance. am very sorry,” said the man, “ but I’m afraid I did not 
“Well,” said the Boy, what about that neat coat and catch your name.” 
skirt I gave you? You never wear it; you prefer to go “Tt begins with an “R,’” said the woman, and she 
trailing about in that rag. Most unsuitable too!”’ smiled at him. 
The Girl sat up in bed and began to cry softly. “ You “Tt’s Romance,” said the man, “ it must be.” 
know I’m k-keeping the “Yes,” replied the woman, “ but how did 


c-coat and skirt for best,” you know ?” 
she sobbed. “ How could I possibly make a mis- 


“Oh! I can’t stand Sate I awit take ?”’ said the man, “when I meet th 


this,’ muttered ae Boy, \ Peal thine eo ea alo Nee 
who could never bear to \ are tonite os 
see a woman in distress, \ 
and he bounced out of BR \ 
bed. SS : 


§! 
““T don’t believe you We 

are Romance really,” he AN 

cried, as he dragged his 
suit-case from under the 
washstand. “I’ve had 
my doubts for some time. 
You're not the real thing ; 
you're nothing but a 
sham, a fake, a make- 
believe. Ob, what a fool 

I was to be taken in!” 
and he thrust her coat 
and skirt into the suit- 
case, together with her 
toothbrush, the remains 
of last night’s supper 
and some money; then 
he strode over to where 
ltomance stood white and 
shaking by the bed, pushed 
the suit-case into her hand, 
and as he had Juckily quite for- 
gotten to marry her, said simply : 

“Here, get out!’ and he put 
her outside the door. She collapsed 
on the floor in a heap. The Boy 
stood watching her for a second, but 
only for a second, then he shut the 
door, locked it, and whistling “I 
want to be happy,” got into bed 
again, and slept the sleep of the just. 

After that the Boy decided it would 
be more profitable to devote himself to 
making money, though he knew that his 
spare time would always be spent in search 
of the true Romance. 

So. he made money and still more money, 
until at last he became so rich that he had 
a place in the country, a house in Brook 
Street, a Hispano-Suiza for himself, a Rolls- 
Royce for his secretary, and a Morris-Cowley 
for his Saluki. 

One day this very rich man was invited toadinner. It 


and into the conserva- 


‘* Here, get out!”’ 


= 


was a wonderful dinner. The house was wonderful, so “ Listen,” he said as soon as they were alone. “I have 
were the guests, so was the food and the wine, but more a place in the country, a house in Brook Street, a Hispano- 
wonderful than anything else was the woman who stood Suiza for myself, a Rolls-Royce for my secretary, and a 
talking in the centre of a group of menas the rich man Morris-Cowley for my Saluki, and I love you. Will you 
entered the drawing-room. Never in the course of a fairly marry me ?”’ 
long and misspent career had he beheld anything so mar- “Yes,” replied the woman, “I adore Salukis.” 
vellous. Her eyes were deeper than pools and more So they were married, and she bore him several fine 
mysterious, and the pearls she wore were not whiter than children. The years passed, and one day the man went 
her lovely neck. into his wife’s bedroom and stood looking at her from the 
“ Will you introduce me to that tall woman in black ?” doorway. She was sitting at her dressing-table doing her 
he asked his host as soon as he could speak. : hair, and could see him reflected in the glass. 


(Continued on p. xxvi) 
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THE CLOSING WINTER DAY 


A photograph by Captain Alfred G. Buckham, F.R.P.S. 


from a height of 3,000 feet over the Pentlands. A most artistic achievement by the famous photographer airman and taken 
above the dense clouds associated with snowstorms 
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MISS 1928 WINS IN A CANTER 
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MULTUM IN PARVO. 


The Tragedy of a Narrow Chimney 
Drawn by Starr Wood 
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THE CAR THAT TOUCH 


Drawn by H. M. 
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‘“‘IF I DIDN’T LOVES YER, ’D HATES YER!’”’ 


Drawn by Mabel Lucie Attwell 
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GROWN UP” 


“T WISH I WAS 
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THE BOY WHO WAS EXPELLED FROM BORSTAL 


Drawn by Patrick Bellew 
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THE ANNUAL ANTICIPATION 


Drawn by Patrick Bellew 
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green straw hat, walked beside her mother to- 

wards the baths. The sun filtered deliciously 

through the thick, interlacing boughs of the plane 
trees, and the patches of sky they revealed were cloudless 
and intensely blue. Mrs. Bodmin, although only a small por- 
tion of her face could be seen, looked extremely hot. She 
was taking the cure, and it annoyed her a little that she 
wasn’t quite rheumatic enough to be carried to and from 
the baths in one of those amusing sedan chairs, where one 
sat inside a tiny tent of striped awning, borne along on 
poles by two strong men. She was well enough to walk, 
so walk she did, dressed in a thick, woollen overall with a 
woollen hood, and on top of that her thick motor-coat with 
a fur collar. She looked like an Eskimo about to take 
part in winter sports. Fortunately she was not the only 
one thus arrayed. Half the population of Aix-les-Bains 
streamed to and from the baths each morning in similar 
attire. 

Marcella said good-bye to her mother on the steps of 
the baths and said she would meet her again at the cus- 
tomary time and place. She then went up the wide 
staircase and purchased a ticket for five francs which 
admitted her to the bains piscines, where one swam 
about in warm and slightly sulphurous water because there 
was nothing else to do. 

Marcella was not in need of a bodily cure of any sort. 
She was in perfect health but extremely bored. She said 

Good morning” to the bath attendant—it never seemed 
to her worth while to say it in French—and was shown 
into a small cubicle, where she undressed and put ona 
black one-piece bathing suit. Rounded, firm, shapely, 
she stepped down into the warm green water, and in five 
vigorous strokes had reached the other end of the pool. 
Nowhere was it over her head, but it made her skin feel 
nice and it was better than doing nothing. 

In the afternoons she and her mother usually took 
charabanc trips, and after dinner they sat on the broad 
terrace of their hotel under a star-powdered sky, talking 
about rheumatism, rheumatoid arthritis, and any diseases 
that discussion of these might happen to suggest. At least 


MU eens in a green-flowered dress and a large, 


“Only she’s got war- 
paint on and is trying 
to look like a wicked 
woman. 
damned!" 
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SO Lids, 
ELOROPE 


By SUSAN ERTZ 


(Author of ‘‘Madame Claire,’’ ‘* Afternoon,”’ 


Well, I'll be 


etc.) 


Mrs. Bodmin and some of the other ladies talked, while 
Marcella dreamed, yawned, and fidgeted. 

Besides herself, the only young person in the hotel was 
an American boy of about nineteen, who looked at her a 
good deal, and towards whom she felt a violent antipathy. 
She was suffering from the most acute disillusionment of 
her whole life. Here she was in Europe, where she had 
always longed to be, and she found it exactly as dull and 
as uneventful as being at home in New Jersey. The boat 
on which they had crossed was full of uninteresting adults, 
and the only possible young man on board had got 
engaged to a blonde from Chicago before they reached 
Cherbourg. Aix was worse than Paris, because there 
were no shops worth mentioning, and the things it 
might have been fun to do were no fun without some- 
one to do them with. She had begun to loathe the 
very sight of the mountains and the jewel-like, peacock- 
blue lake. 

She swam round the pool like a young captive seal, and 
watched two fat women floating like enormous corks. 
Then a middle-aged lady approached and spoke to her—in 
what Marcella called an English accent—and she was 
rather bored by this, for in her opinion people over forty 
were better dead. 

“You're not taking the cure, surely ?” the lady asked, 
admiring Marcella’s look of exquisite health and youth: 

That young woman replied languidly. i 

“Me? Goodness, no. But my mother is: She spends 
nearly the whole morning at it, so I just come here and 
swim round. It isn’t much fun, as you can’t dive or 
anything.” 

“Why don’t you go down to the lake and swim ?” 

“Mother won’t let me go alone, and there’s nobody to 
go with.” 

“Don’t you know anyone here ?”’ 

“Not a single ‘soul. Not that I care. They all look as 
dull as dull can be. J thought foreign places were some 
fun. I’ve always heard about gay French resorts. Well, 
if this is what they call gay, I guess I’m ready to go back 
to New Jersey. It’s the first time I’ve ever been to 
Europe, and I just hate it.” 
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“You poor child. But don’t you take the charabanc 
trips ? The country is so beautiful. I should think you’d 
enjoy that.” 

“Well, but a girl doesn’t want to go around with her 
mother all of the time.” 

“No I suppose not. I haven’t any daughiers 

“Have you got sons?” Marcella asked hopefully. 
This chance acquaintance might lead to something yet. 

“My only son Was killed in the War.” 

“Oh!” Death was a remote horror to Marcella, and 
she wished people wouldn’t speak of it. 

“It’s a pity you should be bored here,’ 
continued, “ because really there’s plenty to do. 
are you staying ?”’ 

Marcella told her the name of their modest hotel. 

“Where are you staying?” she returned. 

“At the Grande Savoie.” 

Of course! The best and most expensive hotel in Aix. 
No doubt there were crowds of gay young people there 
who danced every night. 

“After this,’ she said dejectedly, “I’ve got to go and 
meet mother outside where people take the waters, and 
we ll sit and listen to that old band, and then we'll go back 
to the hotel, and mother’ll lie down till lunch time. After 
lunch we'll walk around and look at the shops, or else go 
for some old charabanc trip somewhere.” 

“Tt doesn’t sound very gay,” admitted the older woman, 
“T wish I could introduce you to some nice young people. 
but I don’t know any. Will you be here to-morrow ?”’ 

“Oh, yes, I guess so,” was the despondent answer. 

The other said good-bye and clapped her hands for the 
bath attendant. A little later Marcella clapped hers, and 
after standing for a few seconds under the cold shower was 
stripped, covered with warm towels, and led away to her 
cubicle. She dressed quickly and went out into the 
sunshine. 

The band was already playing, and a gaily-dressed 
crowd was assembling about the small pavilion. Marcella 
sat down in the shade and waited. The crowd amused her 
in spite of herself, and she tried to pick out the different 
nationalities. A small, rather stout, but very pleasant- 
looking man of about forty, with a limp, sat in the chair 
next to the one she was kéeping for her mother. She had 
seen him several times before, and he always looked 
at her with friendly interest. It would be some 
unattractive middle-aged gink, of course, Marcella 
reflected bitterly, who'd try to get to know her. She 
looked supremely un- 
conscious of him and 
showed him only her 
piquant profile. He 
had a round, ruddy 
face, warm brown eyes, 
and a small brown 
moustache. Instinct 
told her that, given the 
slightest | encourage- 
ment, he would have 
found a way of making 
her acquaintance. Just 
like his nerve! Just 
let him try once. That 
was all. 

Then she forgot 
him. A fine Renault 
had just glided up to 
the small, tree-shaded 
square, and a young 
woman. descended 
from it. Immediately 
Marcella’s whole atten- % 
tion was riveted on her. 
She had a little griffon 
under her arm, and was 
wearing a_ sleeveless 


? 


her friend 
Where 
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chiffon dress in orange and yellow, and an immense yellow 
straw hat. Her skirts came barely to her knees, and were 
full and fluttering. On her brown bare arms—her skin was 
the colour of an Indian’s—there must have been forty 
bracelets. Her tiny shoes had the highest heels Marcella 
had ever seen. Her black hair was brought forward on 
each painted cheek in an audacious point, and her black 
eyes were so made up as to look enormous, while her 
scarlet bow of a mouth was very small. She advanced 
to the pavilion, drank a glass of water, looked scornfully 
about her, and was immediately joined by half-a-dozen 
sleek young men who seemed to spring from nowhere. 
They followed her to her car, laughing and talking, and 
she got in, waved her hand, and was driven away again. 
lt was the most spectacular and triumphant thing Marcella 


had ever witnessed. Who could she be? A great 
actress? A great movie star? Or just a rich, beautiful 
woman? How she had made everyone stare at her! 


“Well,” reflected Marcella, “but pretty near anyone, 
if they dressed like that and were the least bit good- 
looking, could make people stare at them.” Then she 
thought, ‘“‘ Yes, but it’s the way she did it—the sort of 
haughty way she looked at people, and the way she 
walked—it was lovely!” 

She was still thinking about her when her mother 
arrived, and she went to get her a glass of water. As 
she returned, carrying it carefully, she met the almost 
smiling and certainly interested eyes of the small, stoutish 
man. 

“As if he thinks I’d look at a little fat man like 
him!” she said to herself. ‘““ Why, he must be about 
thirty-five if he’s a day.” 

Mrs. Bodmin took the water and sipped it slowly. 

“Oh, I’m so hot,” she complained. “The baths 
seemed hotter than ever this morning, or maybe they left 
me in longer. I gave that woman that looks after me ten 
francs, and for quite a while she was real agreeable and 
didn’t keep me waiting, but now she’s begun to get sort of 
mean again. I guess she just wants another ten francs, 
and she’s not going to get it till my cure’s finished. I’d 
tell her so if I could. I do think it’s awful the way 
everything’s tips, tips, tips here all the time. The waiters 
look at you as if they’d like to murder you if you don’t 
tip them every few days. I’m going to tell the manager 
of the hotel that I'll tip them when I go and 
not before. Just because you're a woman they 
think they can scare you into handing out money 
all the time.” (Continued on p. 52) 
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Marcella made a little sound indicative of assent, and 
her mother went on. 

“T just discovered this morning that there’s an awfully 
queer bone in my right foot. It looks to me like it was 
out of place. Anyhow I never noticed it before. Every 
time I move my foot it sort of jumps about. It would be 
awful if I was to get lame in the foot, too, as well as in the 
knee. I showed my knee to Dr. le Blanc this morning, 
and he said it was better, but I can’t see that it is. Well, 
maybe it does feel a little better, but I found a swollen 
place just behind the knee this morning, and I’m certain it 
wasn’t there before.” 

“Oh, I guess it was there all right,’ Marcella mur- 
mured optimistically. She was thinking that she had four 
bracelets and that her mother had three. And she still had 
two hundred francs of her own to do what she liked 
with. epee 

“No, it wasn’t. I know perfectly well it wasn’t. I 
believe it’s the way that woman massages it. She’s as 
rough as she can be sometimes.” 

“You'd better give her another ten francs,” Marcella 
suggested. If she took the sleeves out of her green chiffon 
GressSiee = uae 
“Well, I 
guess I'll have 
to, but it seems 
like bribing 


people to do 
what they ought 
toeediomeyl hats 


morning she just 
threw the towels 
down as though 
she’d like to have 
thrown them at 
me.” 

“Tt’s eleven 
o’clock,” Mar- 
cella said. While 
her mother was 
resting she could 
run down to the 
_ shops and get an 
eyebrow pencil. 
She’d always 
wanted one any- 
how. 

“TI guess it’s 
time I had my 
rest then,” Mrs. 
Bodmin. said, 
and they got up 
and turned in the 
direction of their 
hotel. The brown eyes of the small, stout man followed 
Marcella as far as he could see her. Whata delicious 
creature, and how bored she looked, and what a bore her 
mother was! Poor child, she wasn’t having any fun here, 
that was certain. But what could he do? She looked at 
him as sulkily as a disappointed schoolgirl. He knew 
where they were staying, because he had once followed 
them home, out of idle curiosity, but that didn’t help him 
much, or her either. He got up and went limping in the 
direction of his own hotel. His hip had been injured in 
the War, and now rheumatism had settled in it. His sister 
had persuaded him to try the cure at Aix. 

“There goes Lord Vickery,” said a plain, elderly lady 
to her daughter, who already too closely resembled her. 

If we'd gone to the Grande Savoie instead of to the 
Haute Britannique you might have met him.” 

At lunch-time Marcella received the usual bashful and 
admiring glances from the American boy. He had an 
unsatisfactory complexion, wore glasses, and came from 
Trenton, New Jersey, not thirty miles from her own home. 
She looked through him coldly. She hadn’t come all this 
way to meet a boy from Trenton, New Jersey. A lot of 


Second (encouragingly) : Go on, little ‘un. 
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her friends had come over and met counts, and two girls 
from her own school had got engaged to the same one at 
different times. Nothing had come of it, but it gave a 
girl a kind of distinction to have got engaged to a count. 
Honoria Schade had even married one, an Austrian or 
something. Marcella wondered how they did it. Some 
people came to Europe and saw life and met counts, and 
others only trailed around after their mothers all the time 
and only got a chance to meet people from Trenton, New 
Jersey. 

“So I said I would, as I know you don’t like these 
charabanc trips much,” her mother was saying. 

Marcella’s eyes had filled with tears of self-pity. 

“Would what?” she asked, winking them away. 

“Marcella, I wish to goodness you’d listen when I talk 
to you. That Mrs. Porter, I said, and some of her friends, 
have hired a whole charabanc to take them to the Gorge de 
Feer this afternoon My 

“Gorge de Fier,’ Marcella corrected her. Her 
French was quite good enough to enable her to put her 
mother right. 

“That’s what I said, Gorge de Feer, and she asked me 


to go, because 
there’s a_ seat 
left, and I said I 
would. I didn’t 


think you’d mind 
being left alone 
for one after- 
noon.” 

Marcella, 
looking at her 
mother, was try- 
ing to remember 
whether she had 
a pot of rouge 
with her or not. 
She sometimes 
put it on, fur- 
tively, of an 
evening. 

“Oh, I don’t 
mind being left 
alone. I'll prob- 
ably go and sit 
in the park with 
a book.” 

“Well I wish 
you'd go and 
change that pair 
of gloves I 
bought. They’re 
too small. I knew 
they would be, 
but I couldn’t make that girl understand. Some of them 
are so dumb. Or else my hands are swollen. And that 
reminds me, I want you to look at that bone in my foot. 
I do believe I’ll have to speak to the doctor about it.” 

“Oh, mother!” Marcella burst out. “One of these 
days I guess you'll discover you've got eleven toes instead 
of ten like other people.”’ 

Mrs. Bodmin, deeply injured, rose from the table. 

“T never thought I should live to hear my only daughter 
speak to me like that.” 

Marcella followed the indignant lady out, saying: 

“Oh, well, you needn’t get cross. I only meant to 
be funny.’ But Mrs. Bodmin went in silence to her 
room. 

An hour or so later a startling little figure ran down 
the steps of the hotel, and with a quick glance up and 
down the street, scurried after a fiacre that had just passed. 
The coachman, hearing her running footsteps, pulled up, 
and she got in, breathlessly. 

“ Je veux promener tout autour de la ville, all round 
the town,” she said, and the coachman, well pleased, said, 
“ Bien, Madame,’ and touched his horse. 
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Madame! Gosh! this was the life. She sat back 
nonchalantly, crossing lovely and well-displayed legs, and 
twirled her mother’s red parasol. She had put a hasty 
tuck in her already short green dress, removed the flimsy 
sleeves, and finished the armholes as neatly as she could 
in the time. She wore her own four bracelets on one arm 
and her mother’s three on the other. Her hair came for- 
ward on either cheek in points like the horns of the new 
moon. Her innocent mouth was a scarlet bow, and the 
black pencil had wrought interesting changes in her eyes. 
She had found her mother’s coyly concealed pot of rouge, 
and she was pleased with the results. About her neck 
were three strings of pearls of varying degrees of plausi- 
bility. On her feet were her best gold evening slippers, 
and the large black hat she wore was one to which her 
mother had unwisely succumbed in Paris. The dog she 
couldn’t manage at 
all. 

A great many 
people looked at her, 
not once, but again 
and again; the men 
amusedly or 
covetously, according 
to their natures, the 
women, she fancied, 
enviously. She 
stared coldly at them 
all. The fiacre rolled 
smoothly along, the 
horse’s hoofs went 
clop-clop along the 
shady streets. 

. They had been 
all around the 
town” now. The 
question was what 
to do next. She had 
a sudden idea, and 
a thrill of excitement 
went through her. 

“Au Villa des 
Fleurs,’ she cried, 
and the coachman 
again said, “ Bien, 
Madame.” This 
was indeed life. 

Arrived at the 
Casino she de- 
scended, _ thrusting 
out a shapely leg 
with downward- 
pointing toe. She 
paid the driver out 
of her two hundred 
francs and _ tipped 
him handsomely. 
She was rewarded 
by his “Merci, 
Madame, merci!” 
She entered the Villa 
des Fleurs—that part 
of the Casino where the smartest people had afternoon tea, 
swinging her short skirts and looking out under her big hat 
with great, dark, scornful eyes. She allowed herself to be 
shown to a small table near the dance floor, and she 
watched the people come in. With much jingling and 
clashing of bracelets she presently “ arranged’ her face, 
looking into her pocket-mirror to satisfy herself that the 
points of her hair were still in position. The place was 
full now, chattering people were all about her, and she 
perceived that she was the focus of a great many pairs of 
eyes. That was what she had intended, and she was pleased. 
No doubt they thought her a beautiful young French- 
woman, or maybe an actress with a past. She just wished 
that boy from Trenton could see her now. Maybe he’d 


“Anyone playing bridge >” 
“Yes, the skipper a 

“Who else >’ 

“Well, there are three other men at the table, but he is playing every hand as usual” 
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know better than to try to make friends with her. He'd 
got a nerve, anyhow, with a spotty complexion like that. 
A boy she wouldn't have looked at at home even. 

She wished very much that she had a little dog with 
her. She could have made French noises to it—“ Ah, le 
petit Tou-Tou !”’—or something like that, and fed it with 
bits of cake. 

Two dark, sleek young men with tight coats and very 
wide trousers came and occupied the last empty table near 
the dance floor. She saw, without appearing to notice, that 
they looked at her a good deal. They seemed to her very 
foreign with their smooth, olive complexions and black hair 
and shapely figures. They were almost certainly counts, 
she decided. She poured out her tea with a great clashing 
of bracelets and glanced at them from the shadowing brim 
of her hat. They responded . . . thrillingly. Well, 
a girl had to get to 
know people some- 
how. Probably this 
was how Honoria 
Schade got married 
to her count. 

At a table not far 
away sat two men 
and a woman. One 
of the men, who was 
short and somewhat 
fat, exclaimed : 

“Good Lord! It 
is! I’m sure it is. 
My God! Look, 
Hilda, there she is. 
The little American 
girl we were just 
talking about. Only 
she’s got war-paint 
on and is trying to 
look like a wicked 
woman. Well, I'll 
be damned!” 

SN tee lilete ex- 
claimed the 
middle - aged lady, 
reprovingly, but she 
at once put up her 
lorgnettes. “Yes, 
you're quite right, 
that’s my little friend 
of the swimming- 
pool. But, good 
heavens! How 
awful! Edward,” 
she said, turning to 
her husband, “that’s 
the child I told you 
about who was so 
bored.” 

“She doesn't 
look bored now,” he 
remarked. 

“What shall we 
do?” she _ asked, 
horrified. “Anything might happen to her, looking like 
that. Look at those horrible young men at the next table, 
ogling her.” 

“Do anything you like,” said her husband, “ except ask 
her to join us in her present disguise. I couldn’t bear that.” 

She turned to Lord Vickery. 

“ Nigel, what can we do?” 

He was watching Marcella with fascinated interest. 

“Well, I don’t know. I suppose nothing can happen 
to her here. When she gets up to go out, though, one of 
those oily youths might try to follow her. Then I suppose 
I'll have to take a hand. But it’s certainly awkward.” 

Sir Edward Hurtees volunteered the opinion that she 


was quite able to look after herself. : 
(Continued on p. xiii) 
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A man was reading to his wife the newspaper report of a “The following story is told in “Cues and Curtain Calls,” 

fire. ‘One poor woman,” he said, “had to escape by Mr. Chance Newton. A certain actor, playing the 
down a water-pipe at the back of the house.” “Ah!” part of a consumptive hero, practised a realistic cough. 
sighed his wife, “how wonderful to be as thin as that!” During the first performance he coughed continually. 


After one terrific paroxysm, his old tutor, in the play, had 
to say: “My dear friend, what can I do for you?” 
Whereupon a sympathetic voice from the gallery ex- 
claimed: “If you are his friend, why don’t yer give ’im a 
bloomin’ corf drop ?”’ 


“ SS “ 


Po nr 


iia 
i} 


ly | 


i aril 
ii | | 


WI 


A clever foreign pianist had been engaged as accompanist 

to an amateur singer whose ambitions were higher 
than her technique. The lady had been flat nearly all 
through her songs, and at last the pianist lost his temper. 
““Madam,” he said politely but sadly, “it is of no use. I 
gif up der chob. I blay der black keys, I blay der white 
keys, and always you sing in der cracks.” 


De 4 4 


"The professor had been visiting a friend, and on leaving 

was amazed to find that his car had gone. Asa 
skort search revealed no sign of the missing car, the friend 
said to him, “ Did you take any precaution against the theft 
of your car before coming into the house?” “‘ Yes,” said 
the professor, “I distinctly remember padlocking the 
wheel.” ‘‘ That’s odd,” replied the friend, “ which wheel 
did you padlock?”’ The professor thought a moment. 
© Now that you come to mention it,” he said, “it was the 
spare wheel.” 


Squire (to discontented son): I’ve bought you a farm to-day— 
perhaps that'll stop you grumbling ! 


"The following story was taken from Major-General 

Woodyatt’s book, “Under Ten Viceroys.”? When 
Lord Dufferin, who was known as a great ladies’ man, 
was made Viceroy of India, he called his staff together 
to give his instructions as to what he proposed doing in 
the way of entertaining. His concluding remarks were: 
“T want you to understand that I expect you all to devote 
your energies to the elderly ladies. You need not trouble 
about the young and pretty ones; I will look after them 
myself.”’ 

Ram 4 “Nz 4 


y IN man was sitting reading in his study when the telephone 

bell rang. “Is that you, Jim?” said a sweet voice. 
“Yes, it's you, Ethel, isn’t it?” he replied. ‘“ Yes,” she 
said, “you remember I told you last night that on no 
account would you be allowed to enter our house again ?”’ 
“Am I likely to forget it?” he murmured. ‘“ Well, we 
are going to move, so I thought I’d better tell you our new Pugilist (viewing opponent): ‘Ere—'ow am | t’ bring orf me right 
address.” upper cut on a chin like that ? 
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Drawn by Arild Rosenkrantz 
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TX man went to have his photograph taken. “ Will you 

have it mounted ?” asked the photographer. “ Well, 
yes, I might as well have it taken mounted,” replied the 
man. “It will be a surprise for my wife—she’s never 


seen me on a horse before.” 
Sd 
“The young couple were having their usua] meal-time 
discussion. “ What did you think you were marrying 
—acook?” she snapped. “No,” he cried, “and I didn’t 
think I was marrying the world’s champion tin-opener.” 
Xe Xe xe 
A clergyman had taught an old man in his parish to read, 
and found him an apt pupil. When he called at the 
cottage some time after, only the wife was at home. 
“ How’s John?” he asked. 
“Very well, thank you.” 


“T suppose he can read the Bible comfortably now ?”’ 
“Bible, sir? Bless you, he was out of the Bible and 


into the sporting papers long ago.” 
4 ne 

"The teacher of a Sunday school class had been reading 

them a story of the kind shepherd who found a lamb 


half-frozen on a hill-side and wrapped it in his coat and 
carried it back to the fold. “ Now,’’said the teacher, “ 


pe > 4 


“ 


can 
any of you tell me of a similar act of kindness?” “Yes, 
miss,’ piped one boy, jumping to his feet. “I heard 


father say the other day that he had put his shirt ona 
horse that was scratched.” 


4 oy 4 


Ac elderly clergyman, who was a sufferer from rheumat- 

ism, was experiencing some difficulty in getting up 
from a deck chair in a park. A very small girl came to 
his aid. “Shall I help you, sir,” she asked. ‘‘ That’s very 
kind of you, my dear,” said the clergyman, both touched 
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A Few More Stories. 


and amused, “ but I am afraid you are not strong 
enough?” “Oh, yes I am,” replied the child 
readily. “I have often helped my daddy when 
he was much drunker than you are.” 

nz me SS 


Sir J. C. Percy tells the following :— 


A rector and a long-winded curate were 
called upon to speak in connection with a certain 
religious function. The curate spoke for about 
half-an-hour, and before sitting down turned to 
the rector, saying : ““ I hope I havenot encroached 
upon your time.” “Time,” growled out the 
impatient rector, ““you have encroached upon 
eternity.” Those of us who attend social func- 
tions can enter deeply into the meaning of this 
biting satire. 

It was a great nicht—the ham-and-egg tea 
had been delicious, and the tabie was then cleared 
for the real business. The chairman, in pro- 
posing the health of the guest of the evening in 
a eulogistic speech, concluded by saying: “ Our 
dear old friend here has lived amongst us for 
forty years, is living with us now, and as he says, 
hopes to live amongst us for many years to come. 
Gentlemen, I can only add that we all are looking 
forward to burying him here!” As the night 
developed, one after another slipped in below the 
table till there was only one left, when he said to 
the last one who slipped, “ Bob! I’m slippin’!”’ 
Voice from below, “ Weel, Jock, if yer slippin’ 
bring the bottle wi’ you!” 


AN AMERICAN SPIRITUALIST’S CONCEPTION OF THE NEXT 
AND BETTER WORLD 
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BY APPOINTMENT 


Gateways of England. No. 1. The GATEHOUSE, ST. JAMES’ PALACE (Pail Mall). 
The Palace was built by King Henry VIII and the Gatehouse is said to have been 
designed by Holbein. 


THE @—e& BRANDS 
GATEWAY ESSENCE 
TO HEALTH “OF BEEF 
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The Sheaffer 
Lifetime pen 
is having a 
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of success. 
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Amas Gift of a lifetime 
F all gifts, none is more certain of appreciation 

than the Sheaffer Radite Lifetime fountain pen. 

This aristocrat of pens, beautiful in appearance 

and performance, for years will be evidence of the 
discriminating taste of the giver. It will stand a 
lifetime of service, without cost for repairs, because 
to that end it 1s unconditionally guaranteed. Identify 
it by the little white dot. f 

Lifetime pen in Green or Black, £2 (Ladies’ Size, 326). Others Ne 


from 15/- upwards. Pencils to match from 17/6 Lifetime Fountain- 
Pen Desk Sets from 45/- Special Desk Sets for Ladies trom 5A{- 


SHEAFFER'S, 


PlE NS -cP-E IN GilsiSe--SicR 
Of leading Stores, Stationers & Jewellers Everywhere. 


SHEAFFER’S SKRIP, successor to ink, makes all pens write 
better, and the Lifetime pen write best. In bottles, 1/- and 1/6 
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Blue Label 2. 2) "Phone: Gerrard 1652. 
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A QUITE MODERN VERSION OF AN OLD IDYLL 


Drawn by Jean Gabriel Domergue 
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(From the original painting by Maud Earl) 


“BLACK & WHITE” 


“BLACK & WHITE” is the perfection of the Blending of Scotch Whiskies, 
the produce of many Distilleries. 


Its mellowness and its bouquet, for which it has gained a wide-world reputation, 
are the result of the age-maturing in wood of Scotch Whiskies of only the very 
finest quality. 


JAMES BUCHANAN & CO. LTD. 26, Holborn, London, E.C i, 
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r | YHE scented evening 
was too beautiful, 
the moss-grown 
terrace of the 

Italian garden too full of an 
old magic. There was a 
cruelty in the young leaves 
which glistened in the fail- 
ing light; the vivid scents 
of the flowers caught and clung to Stella like tiny fierce 
hands, twisting and tearing at her heart. 

The garden wanted to make her love David. The lilac 
was clamorous for it, the syringa menacing, the pungent 
heliotrope enmeshed her like a net. She could not break 
through the scents of all the flowers to the clear isolation 
which her soul loved. 

Her hands trembled on the low wall, the sun had 
warmed the very stones; only her heart rebelled against 
these treacherous romantic pressures. For twenty-five 
years she had kept free from love, no tie held her except 
the inviolate bond of her art. She was a musician, a’cello 
player nace ble as a vestal virgin tending an undying 

ame. 

“Why won’t you listen to me?” David urged in his 
hoarse, ardent voice. ‘What makes you so cruel and 


aloof? Your moth-like eyes are gentle, your lips are softer 
than rose petals. What makes your heart so cold and 
hard?” 


a " It isn't yours,” said Stella, with sudden brutality. 
It's neither hard nor cold, it’s merely my own!” 

“Then why do you hold me like a dog on a chain?” 
he demanded. “For years you've let me follow you; do 
you dare to tell me that you've done it without love?” 

She knew she had held him; but he was punishing her 
for her virtues, it was her kindness and her patience which 
had kept him near her, never her love. 

“You asked me to try to learn to care for you,” she 
said in a low voice; “that’s been my mistake. I have 
tried. But at least, if I’ve failed I’ve cared for you more 
than any other man; and if you want to know, I always 
shall. There is no one else.” 

She shut her eyes, and again the lilac caught and shook 
her; the scented darkness was more dangerous than his 
eyes. 


L INVASION 
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“T would leave you 
free as air,” he pleaded. 
“T love your music, I 
understand it. Haven’t 
I even written it for 
you? I’m one of your 
brotherhood—the brother- 
hood of sound. I don’t 
want to touch your 
career. I ask of you 
nothing but your 
love! I know in- 
’ stinctively just how 

much you can care—and 
just how little! What 
I can’t for the life of me 
see is why you won’t let 
go, let go for one moment 
—risk something—and 
see what comes of it!” 
Stella hesitated; let 
go? Yes—but let go of 
what? She couldn’t let 
go when she didn’t know 
what she was holding 
on to! 

“You're unkind,” she 
said at last, “ because 
I’m as miserable as you 
are. I want to give you 
what I can’t.. But if 
you were to take the 
shell of me, and that’s 
all I could let you take, 
you might break some- 
thing in me, something 
which you can never 
reach. That’s why I 
won’t say, ‘Do with me 
what you like!’ I’m tired 
enough to say it!” 

He was silent for a long time; when he spoke again 
some of the weariness she felt had crept into his voice. 
“Well,” he said, “you’ve been as generous perhaps as you 
can be. I asked you for this month in Italy alone together 
as a final trial. I believed I could make you love me. I 
see I’ve failed. Something is between us. I don’t know 
what, but something as tangible as another man.” 

She felt his hand close on hers and neither resisted 
nor returned his pressure. She could not yield. She could 
not feel in herself anything that answered to his claim 
on her. 

“ How monotonous love is,” she said impatiently, with- 
drawing her cool fingers, “and how tyrannical! Your 
wishes and your fears close me in like the lid of a 
box. I don’t want to feel like that. I don’t want to be 
imprisoned by your hands and arms, by your tenderness 
even! I feel better when you take your hand away— 
more alive. Now leave me for a little, David. I must 
get ready for my concert. In two hours I must play.” 

“Why do you cut me away from your public life, 
too?” he demanded fiercely. “ You have never let me 
hear you play. There isn’t a piece of you I’m free to call 
mine. I may give you anything I’ve got—the music for 
your art out of my very soul—and you'll take it, but I’m 
not to hear it—not in public, when you're really free—for 
even you know that an artist’s only half an artist without 
his audience !” 

“My dear,” she said quietly, “I don’t trust myself. 
No one is real to me except you. The audience are all 
shadows, and I am not afraid of shadows. If you were 
there I might feel your real presence, and you would 
disturb me. I have a feeling that something might happen 
to me—I don’t know what!” 

“Try!” he said with sudden eagerness. “ Let us see 
what will happen! Perhaps the thing that is between us 
(Continued on p. 66) 
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is just that you have shut.me out from what you care for 
most. All love is sharing. Begin to share your work 
with me, and who knows but what I shall find your hidden 
heart ?” 

Stella moved uneasily. She wished she was one of the 
invisible creatures of the night which can fly away and 
hide under the thin darkness of leaves. These rights that 
other human beings felt they had, how she rebelled against 
them, how little she wanted to share their strange privi- 
leges! She had had all her life a fear that she might be 
forced to a point where emotion was stronger than her 
art. Her only safety was in keeping away from people; 
she wanted them always ata distance, as an audience, a 
glass into which she might pour the sacred wine of her 
music. Her playing was famous for its reticence, its 
disinterested perfection. She wasn’t a woman playing, 
forcing her facile human feelings into the channel of the 
great composers—she was a_ sexless intellect which 
divined and revealed their meaning, and nothing else than 
their meaning. And now David asked her to risk her 
classical purity, to muddy the sources of the crystal stream 
by his warm human presence. 

In her imagination she felt suddenly the weight of her 
‘cello. Once more it rested between her shoulder and 
her knee, held so carefully with its pointed foot on the 
floor, and its carved head resting above 
her heart, heavy and silent until she 
released its great, grave voice. 

She opened her eyes and found her- 
self alone in the night. David had 
obeyed and left her; but he had taken 
her silence for consent to his last appeal. 
He would come to hear her play. A 
shiver shook her from head to foot. The 
purple hills which held Florence in a 
cup at her feet drew nearer to her, the 
silvery plain melted into darkness; and 
the towered city blurred and thickened 
like a cloud. 

Suddenly the silence broke; she 
heard a thrilling, subtle sound, as if the 
night itself were warning her of a new 
pain. The voice of a nightingale, close 
hidden in an ilex tree, spurted into the 
dark like blood from a severed artery. 
The fiery hail of notes beat down upon 
her lonely pride, attacking her with 
beauty. When the music ceased, the 
silence hung as if petrified above the 
forlorn last notes. 

She turned quickly and ran up the 
broad stone stairs to the refuge of her 
large cool room. Her ’cello lay on her 
bed. She opened the case gently, drew 
out the ’cello, and wiped it tenderly with 
a soft silken cloth. She slipped her 
fingers over the strings, and then, re- 
turning her jewel to its velvet shell, she 
gave a swift perfunctory glance at the 
tall mirror to see if she were worthy 
to companionate her instrument. Stella 
knew that she was beautiful, but she 
bitterly resented the vulgar critics who 
spoke of her looks as if what she had 
to give was the mere brittle personal 
gift of her beauty, and not the imper- 
sonal, timeless essence of her art. She 
took no more notice of her appearance 
than to see that what she wore was 
not a hindrance to the expression of her 
music. 

Through the long drive alone to the 
concert hall she closed her eyes and let 
the music she was going to play move 
slowly before them. She forgot David 
and his importunate love. 
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When she reached the concert hall she greeted her 
agent and the manager, who awaited her in the artists’ 
room, witha mechanical friendliness; but because of her 
beauty she seemed to each of them to be communicating 
more than she gave. 

She passed serenely into the hall; the platform was not 
too large, the ._piano was satisfactory, between her and 
her accompanist was a bond which reassured without 
claiming anything. Stella drew the dark golden-brown 
creature of curves and polished surfaces against her heart, 
slowly and firmly she touched in turn the long vibrant 
strings, listening to the very being of her instrument, 
drawing each separate string into harmony before she 
prepared to release its voice. Then she glanced up with a 
brief nod and smile towards the pianist, and bending back 
her head, gave herself profoundly into the keeping of her 
cello. 

At first she was conscious of nothing but the music, 


the steady, consecutive phrases slowly moulding themselves 
(Continued on p. xvi—xviii) 


““* Why do you cut me out 
of your public life?’ he de- 
manded fiercely”’ 
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OLD JOB HVENGED 


By “MEKTOUB.” 


HEN I was quartered at Chaubattia in 19— it 
was no rare occurrence for a leopard to make 
his presence felt by the disappearance of one or 

more of the dogs belonging to the officers or men. When- 
ever this happened all of us who fancied our skill as 
shikarees would endeavour to kill the leopard and avenge 
the lost companion. 

In June that year a particularly enterprising leopard 
evaded all our efforts for a considerable time and became 
a regular scourge. Nearly every subaltern was the pos- 
sessor of a goat, each famed for the loudness of its bleats, 
but in spite of this veritable herd of decoys the dogs con- 
tinued to go. Only Old Joe, a half-bred Rampur hound 
belonging to the regimental postman, a corporal in my 
company, seemed safe, and he probably owed his immunity 
to the imposing looking spiked collar that his master had 
provided for him. 

Then, one morning on my way to barracks I met his 
master, “ Ginger? Willams, looking very sad, and noticing 
that Old Joe was not, as usual, with him, I said, “ Where 
is Joe? I hope the leopard has not got him.’ Williams 
shook his head sadly and replied, “I’m afraid he has, sir; 
poor Joe has been missing since six last night.” Knowing 
how attached he was to his dog I murmured a few words 
of sympathy and determined, as I continued my way to 
barracks, that I would make extra efforts to destroy the pest. 

Directly I got back to my bungalow I sent for Deb 
Singh, my shikaree, a Kumaon hillman of very pronounced 
Gurkha type, and said, “When | return from the mess 
after lunch we will make a thorough search of the jungle 
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‘round barracks and see if we can find any trace of the 


Rampur hound, for he was taken last night. He was a 
big dog, and we shall probably find some trace of his body 
near where the leopard lives. I believe he uses one of the 
caves in those rocks on the south side going down to the 
Bare Ridge. We will search there carefully first of all.” 

Deb Singh replied, shaking his head, “ I looked there last 
time a dog was taken and could not see any traces; how- 
ever, a big dog might have left some marks if his body 
was dragged to a cave amongst those rocks.” 

In the afternoon, accompanied by Deb Singh, I made 
my way to the rocks, which were only about half a mile 
from my bungalow. They were a great heap of rocks vary- 
ing in height from twenty to forty feet, and piled together 
anyhow. We used to call the place the “ Leopard’s Gym- 
nasium. They stood just on the edge of the scrub-oak 
jungle, and occupied about five acres; beyond them the 
Bare Ridge ran down towards the cart-road to Kathgodam. 
The whole place was honeycombed with caves, and we 
knew that 1t would take us all the afternoon to search it 
properly. 

A lot of the rocks were too steep for me to climb, but 
Deb Singh could climb like a monkey, and shinned up the 
more difficult ones. Three or four hours spent in this 
fashion brought no result, and I was just thinking of giving 
it up when my eye caught a gleam like metal shining in 
the sun on the top of a boulder that rested against two 
large ones inclined towards each other, so that the top of 
the small one made a line like the cross-piece of a 


capital A. 
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The top of this boulder was only some eight feet from 
the ground, so I told Deb Singh to make a back, and 
climbing on to his shoulders, could examine the top of the 
boulder, There lay poor old Joe’s spiked collar smeared 
with blood;‘and it was one of the spikes that had attracted my 
attention. ~ At the back of the boulder was a small opening 
about two feet across, which was obviously the mouth of a 
cave. I had found the leopard’s den, but it was no easy 
place to get at. In order not to alarm the leopard, we went 
some few hundred yards away and sat down where we could 
watch the opening. “I think if we tie upagoat near that 
tree,” indicating a small tree some forty yards from the 
rocks as I spoke, “you could build a machan in the tree, 
and I will sit up to-night; then if he hears the goat and 
suspects a trap and does not kill, it will be far enough 
from his cave to avoid alarming him into changing his 
quarters, and if he does kill I ought to have a good chance 
of getting him. What do you think?” Deb Singh 
answered, “I am afraid he is too artful to come to a tie- 
up; however, there is no harm trying. I will make the 
machan as quickly as I can, and you can sit up to-night. 
I will be at the bungalow, and if we hear a shot we will 
light lamps and come to see what has happened.” 

An hour 
later, just before 
dusk, I took up 
my position 
and Deb Singh 
went back to 
the bungalow. 
My machan 
was not well 
placed as re- 
gards safety, 
being only 
about six feet PUK aN, d 
fromtheground, vie 
and of course 
a leopard could 
easily have 
jumped into it, 
but the tree was 
a very small 
one, and any- 
how it took me 
off the ground 
sufficiently to 
Die vee neta 
leopard scent- 
ingme. Now 
the  intermin- 
able waiting be- 
gan, and as the 
dusk waned and the moon took its place every shadow seemed 
to move and reveal a crouching leopard. You have only 
to look long enough at a bush in the moonlight for it to 
move and change into fantastic shapes. However, I had 
sat up by night in machans too often to be deceived by the 
tricks of the moonlight, and my goat, who was bleating 
lustily, told me that no leopard was yet on the move. 
Why is a machan always so uncomfortable ? Is it having 
to sit motionless and cramped that accentuates the hard- 
ness of one’s perch, or is it the cussedness of their builders 
who purposely make them uncomfortable in order to keep 
one awake? 

Presently the goat ceased its bleats and began to show 
signs of uneasiness, and now, of course, because I was 
likely to need all the light that the moon could give, small 
clouds began to scud across the face of the moon, and 
throw moving shadows on to the ground. Time and time 
again I mistook one of these shadows for the leopard, 
but each time it was a false alarm. . 

Then suddenly, like a streak of lightning, the leopard 
sprang over the goat and disappeared; it repeated this 
manceuvre several times, evidently playing with it like a 
cat with a mouse. But it moved too swiftly to give me 


She (to Colonel friend with lost golf ball): Isn’t Nature wonderful to hold that weeny ball so 
securely in her bosom! 
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any chance to shoot in the uncertain light then I heard 
a dull crunch as it landed full on the goat, breaking its 
back. When the dust cleared I could see two motionless 
figures lying on the ground before me, but no matter how 
I strained my eyes I could not distinguish which was goat 
and which Jeopard, and though I could hear the leopard 
sucking the goat’s blood I could not make out which was 
which. 

Both lay motionless and in the moonlight looked exactly 
the same. I had not much time to spare, the moon was 
going down, so covering the nearest of the two figures | 
fired. The leopard disappeared, and when Deb Singh and 
some of my servants arrived with lights I found that I had 
blown a hole through the body of my dead goat. There 
was no chance of his returning that night, so I went back 
to bed in my bungalow, telling Deb Singh to report to me 
at one o’clock the next day. 

Deb Singh’s report was that bloodstains led to the 
boulder where we had found Joe’s collar, so I decided to 
go and see what could be done at the cave. I took a hog- 
spear as well as my rifle and revolver and gave Deb Singh 
one too. 

When we reached the boulder I climbed up on to it 
and peered into 
the mouth of 
the cave. JI 
could see that 
there was a 
second or inner 
cave, and 
though I could 
not see the 
leopard, heavy 
breathing told 
me that he was 
at home and 
asleep. Now 
I meant to get 
that leopard, so 
I decided to 
crawl in and 
shoot it in its 
cave, and tak- 
ing my _ hog: 
spear in my 
right hand and 
my revolver in 
my left, I 
wormed my 
way cautiously 
in, closely fol- 
lowed by Deb 
; Singh, who 
also held his hog-spear in front of me with the shaft over 
my left shoulder. I meant to shoot him before he 
woke up, and if he did attack us we should be able to 
hold him off, badly wounded as he would be, whilst I 
finished him with my revolver. This plan would probably 
have answered all right, but in my eagerness as I crawled 
along in the outer cave I caught the knuckles of my left 
hand against a knob of rock and my revolver went off, 
The cave was filled with smoke and dust, the leopard 
awoke, and with a great roar came for us. We were just 
able to get our spears into the mouth of the inner cave in 
time to receive him on their points; luckily they both 
caught him full in the chest, and in the confined space he 
could not exert his full strength as he bit at their shafts 
and struggled to reach us whilst I raked him through and 
through with my revolver. It was a desperate struggle, 
and I began to think that he would get us after all, but 
fortunately the spears held, and he wasted his strength in 
useless efforts, then when four of my heavy bullets had 
torn their way through his body he weakened, so pushing 
my left hand forward until the muzzle of my revolver 
almost touched his throat, I fired my last cartridge, and he 
fell limp. He was dead. 
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—a Fancy Box of YORK 


HE gave the RIGHT CHOCOLATES 
—a Fancy Box of YORK 
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When you give het chocolates this Christmas, 
the only choice is between beautiful box and 
beautiful box: the chocolates themselves are 
certain; they are right—and you are right—if 


they are Rowntree's. 


All net-weight fancy boxes containing 1 Ib. 
or more of Rowntree’s famous York Chocolates 
are sold at the price of the chocolates inside, and 
no extra charge is made for the box. 


ROWNTREE’S 
YORK CHOCOLATES 


in Fancy Boxes 


“Wishing you the Chocolates of the Season.*’ 
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Helping himself? 
elping ape 


ny 
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He knows what’s good! Mother knows, too, 
that HOVIS is, of all breads, the most nourishing 
and delicious. It contains the LIFE and heart 
of the wheat. It builds bone and muscle. No 
other bread is so rich in the health-giving 
vitamins as well as in phosphates which feed 
brain and nerves. And so digestible, too ! 


TO HOUSEWIVES: yd 

There is 25 of added wheat 

germ in HOVIS—a quarter 

of its entire bulk. Let your 

next loaf be HOVIS, but 

for your own satisfaction, Trade Mark 


be sure it zs HOVIS, 
Nourishing—and Nice 
BEST BAKERS BAKE IT 


HOVIS LTD LONDON & MACCLESFIELD 
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A THEATRICAL INDEX 


By Herbert Farjeon. 


(The following encyclopedic index to the outstanding theatrical 
events of 1927 does not claim to be in any way comprehensive. 
We frankly admit to having passed over many plays more deserving 
of mention than some here included, while not a few players who 
gnash their teeth to find their names omitted will gnash with justice. 
Mr. Henry Ainley, for example, may toss this Christmas Number 
into the fire as soon as he finds that there is no reference to him 
either in the H's that stand for Harrv or the M.'s that stand for 
Macbeth. Miss Fanny Ward may contract her first wrinkle when 
she has fruitlessly scanned the B's for Bootikin and the E’s for 
Evergreen. But this is a performance rather than a prize-giving. 
If we are guilty of omissions here and there, at least we have 
done our alphabetical best to provide something different in the 
way of annual theatrical surveys from the usual catalogue.) 


Arbuthnot 
MISS PHYLLIS TITMUSS 


Lenare 


MISS EDITH DAY 


Abductions.—It must be recorded that these were not, with Lady Luck. Not merely a leg-show, but a knee- 


Air, Castles in the.—The musical 


Bird, Getting the—See White. 


perhaps, quite as common as usual during 1927, but at 
least two popular captures of first-class importance were 
effected. In The Joker, at the Royalty Theatre, Miss 
Phyllis Titmuss was whisked into a motor-car by a gang 
of crooks, deposited in a warehouse by a Wapping 
wharf, and there bound hand and foot. In The Desert 
Song Miss Edith Day, asa little bit of oasis, was grabbed 
up by Mr. Harry Welchman, who galloped off with her 
to the mountain fastnesses. Sliding panels and secret 
trap-doors swallowed sundry 
small fry in mystery plays, 
but no serious consequences 
befell any actress with a really 
big salary. 


comedy that failed. But a re- 
markably respectable failure 
since, when Mr. Cochran took 
it off, he did not pretend that 
it was due to inability to find 
another theatre, or to a pre- 
arranged tour, or to the fact 
that “although still playing to 
excellent houses,” he couldn't 
bear to take the money. He 
just said straight out that it 
had been a © flop.” Other oN 
managers please copy. 

Amami Night.—The exit of no low comedian was complete 
without it. 

Baker, Edythe.—The fascinating Américaine who refused 
to let her engagement interfere with her engagement, 
and who helped to make a success of One Dam Thing 
After Another by putting sex appeal into the pianoforte 
and collecting an audience on the stage that made the 
audience in the auditorium look like thirty cents. 
Bed.—A fair number of popular actresses looked fetching in 
this, but none of them fetched the audience 
like Ralph Lynn and Tom Walls in Thark. 


Bottom, Black.—First introduced into Eng- 
land in the second edition of Black Birds, 
January, 1927. Dancing professors are 
petitioning that a commemorative tablet 
should be let into the spot on the stage 
of the London Pavilion that gave it birth. 
Broadway.—One of the fastest and fizziest 
shows America has sent us for some time. 
Society sometimes complains that it is 
misrepresented in smart set plays, but 
not a single cabaret proprietor whispered 
a word against this enlightening thriller. 
If a similar play entitled Shaftesbury 
Avenue were to be presented in New 
York, would they believe it ? 

Carlton.—The new theatre in the Hay- 
market, opened by Laddie Cliff in April 


PESTELL 


MR. RALPH LYNN AND MR. TOM WALLS 


“ THARK” 


MAURICE 


show. And then some. 

Chevalier, Maurice.—All the best girls fell in love with 
him—and all the best critics, too. The finest revue 
artist since Morton. 

Cocktatls.—There was a slight decline in the consumption 
of dry Martinis, Bronxes, et hoc genus omne, but it 
may still be said that not a single player of repute has 
yet been seen to drink a glass of water on the stage 
purely for purposes of pleasure. 

Cushions, Sofa.—It is estimated 
that during 1927 eight thousand 
seven hundred and forty-six of 
these were punched, pummelled, 
and re-arranged by leading 
ladies for want of something 
better to do when left alone on 
the stage. 

Dames.—There was much talk 
of these in American plays, 
causing some distress among 
the English ladies of distinction 
on whom this title has been 
conferred by His Majesty. 
The best reference occurred 
in a_ short-lived bootlegging 
drama called Twelve Miles 
Out, at the Strand, when Mr. 
Ion Swinley, boasting to Mr. 
Lyn Harding of his conquests, remarked, ““ I’ve said good- 
bye to more dames than you've ever said hullo to.” 

Déshabille.—This popular form of art was one of the out- 
standing features of The Garden of Eden, where Miss 
Tallulah Bankhead revealed her lingerie in the lounge 
of an hotel to a swell company, including a Prime 
Minister ; of The Fanatics, where Miss Ursula Jeans 
warmed herself, not without cause, in the gloaming of a 
gas-fire; of Potiphar’s Wife, where Miss Jeanne de 
Casalis tried to bring a chauffeur up to 
scratch; of Broadway, where the cabaret 
girls were always on the remove and even 
the comedian caught the infection; and 
of (at a rough estimate) 85 per cent. of 
the other plays produced in town last year. 

Empire.——January saw the end of this. The 
sun will never set on it again. 

Forbes-Robertson, Jean.—Still the dark 
horse among our younger actresses, but 
highly praised during the year for her 
acting in a Fellowship of Players pro- 
duction of Romeo and Juliet, and ina 
Forum Theatre Guild production of The 
Dybbuk. It remains to be seen whether 
she is a genius or whether she is just a 
non-modern girl—which requires some 
character these days, anyway. 

Frederick, Pauline. — Picture-goers were 
delighted to see in three dimensions at 

(Continued on . xxxii) 
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BY THE SLUICE—continued. 


morning, Frank; fog as bad as ever I’m afraid. Putting 
on the hearthrug, and books about birds instead of the 
real thing.” 

“But what’s that about a bell tolling?’ I asked. 
“Did one of your children hear it? Because I did, too.” 

“ Both dreaming,” said Louis. “ How is it possible ?” 

“The only explanation I can think of is that somebody 
was ringing it,” I said. 

He had finished breakfast and got up. 

“ Well, I’ll make a bet with you,” he said, “ that no one 
was. I’ve got to go down to the village, and I'll inquire. 
Any other adventures last night ?”’ 

I decided at once not to tell him about the other 
adventure, for, horribly 
real as it had been at the 
time, it seemed, over eggs 
and bacon, to be too fan- 
tastic torecount. But still 
somewhere in the back of 
my mind there was the 
idea that some wave from 
the infinite sea which laps 
round the coast of material 
things had at that moment 
hissed up to me on the 
shore and withdrawn again. 

“The adventure of a 
great many hours’ uninter- 
rupted sleep,” I said. 

The day outside was 
certainly desolation; the 
fog pressed its grey face 
close to the windows, and 
it was scarcely possible to 
see across the terraced 
walk that ran along the 
house. But the prospect 
of a snug morning indoors 
was not disagreeable, and 
when Louis set off to the 
village, 1 encamped myself 
very comfortably by the 
fire in the hall. He was 
back in half-an-hour and 
joined me there. 

“The church was 
locked all night,” he said, 
“and opened again by the 
vicar at eight for morning 
prayers. My errand, of 
course, you can guess. I 
went to see Mrs. Oulton, 
in case she had heard any- 
thing from her husband. But there was nothing. Surely, 
don’t you think he must see my advertisement this morn- 
ing? If we hear nothing to-day I shall begin to be 
afraid Well, it’s no use thinking about that yet.” 

He had seated himself on the window-seat, and was 
looking out into the denseness. Suddenly he sprang up, 
pointing. 

“Look!” he said. “ Why, that’s he! The man who 
walked by the window just then. Didn’t you see him?” 

I had seen nothing, but now I followed Louis as he 
rushed across the hall, and ran out with him from the 
front door into the fog. We sped round the corner of the 
house on to the terrace, and along it to the end, where a 
flight of stone steps descended to the garden, without 
seeing a sign of any human being. 

“But where is he, where is he?” cried Louis. ‘‘ He 
can’t have gone more than a dozen yards since I saw him. 
Perhaps he has gone to the back door. I'll go round 


“THE FOREMAN IS A GENT—A REAL GENT WIV A 
CAPITAL ‘J’” 
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there, and you go down the steps into the garden. 
must be quite close somewhere.” 

I ran down the steps, and searched this way and that, 
and found no one but a gardener coming up with veget- 
ables to the house. He had passed nobody on his way, 
and presently I came up on to the terrace again from the 
far end of it, and heard Louis calling me. 

“Y’ve been all round the house,” he said, “ and to the 
garage, but there’s not a trace of him.” 

“But are you sure it was he?”’ I asked. 

“Not a doubt of it. Besides, whoever it was, what 
has happened to him? I must ring up the police at Whit- 
ford and tell them. And yet I wonder if that’s wise. The 
poor chap may have seen my advertisement and be wanting 
to steal back quietly to see me. When we ran out to- 
gether he wouldn’t be able to see who we were in the fog, 
and may have thought that there were two men running 
| to capture him. He may 
Mes be hiding till he can get at 
| me alone. And yet where 

can he have hidden ?” 
~~ ae So Louis decided, for 

\ fear of scaring the man, 
to postpone his information 
to the police that he had 
seen him. Oulton, he 
Ma believed, had concealed 
<S Vv. ‘himself somewhere (and, 
2 gta indeed, this fog made the 
— z S.\ idea feasible) till he could 
\F ce )\ slip into the house unde- 
“ANN Na tected, and Louis settled 
Vil ] to remain quietly at home 
all day, strolling perhaps 
in the garden so as to give 
him his opportunity. This 
sounded sensible, and yet 
even while we were dis- 
cussing it, the futility of 
such a plan struck me. [ 
knew in my cwn mind that 
the figure Louis had seen 
was not that of a living 
man, any more than that 
white sketch of a human 
face which had hung in the 
darkness of my room last 
night was an effect of 
material light and shadow, 
or the imagining of a 
dream. Something was 
astir in the discarnate king- 
dom, some soul seeking to 
manifest itself. 

During the afternoon 
the fog began to clear, 
and about four o’clock I 
went out with my binoculars for an _ ornithological 
tramp. Louis would not join me, for he was deter- 
mined to stay close to the house so that Oulton might 
find him, and I set off across the heath with the intention 
of making a wide circuit there, and then walking through 
the woods and home by the lake. But though my occupa- 
tion was congenial, and since one had to keep the eye 
very alert it should have claimed my close attention, I 
found myself barely heeding where I went or what I saw. 
Some invisible influence was at work; I was being de- 
tatched from the myriad points of contact between myself 
and the material world, and there was waking within me 
the perception of things occult that, perhaps luckily for us, 
is usually dormant, and only enters the field of conscious- 
ness for rare and brief periods. Just as the comprehension 
of some difficult idea slowly dawns on the mind, so now 
(I can express it in no other way) I felt that some inward 
eye was being unsealed. At present there was nothing for it 

(Continued on Pp. xx) 
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TER a hard day’s work or when you 

return home after a dance with ragged 
or excited nerves, make it your regular prac- 
tice to drink a cup of delicious ‘ Ovaltine ” 
just before you retire. 


There is nothing comparable to this easily 
digested food beverage for ensuring sound, 
natural sleep. It soothes worn and excited 
nerves, rebuilds and restores the cells and 
tissues of the brain and body and creates 
new vitality and energy for the coming day. 


“‘Ovaltine” is Nature’s night-cap because it 
contains no drugs or narcotics but is com- 
posed of the restorative and rebuilding tood 
elements extracted from Nature’s tonic 
Foods—malt, milk, eggs and cocoa. These 
elements—by a scientific method of manu- 
tacture—are highly concentrated and rendered 
easy of digestion. 


No fuss or trouble in making. 


OVALTINE 


Sleep is Tired Nature's SS TONIC FOOD BEVERAGE 
Sweet Resiorer. 


Builds-up Brain, Nerve and Body 


Obtainable throughout the British Empire. 


Prices’ in Great Britain 113, 2]- and 3/9 per tin. 
P374 
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THE PERFECT GENTLEMA N—continued. 


“The last time I saw you I borrowed a couple of 
hundred—here they are.” 

She looked at the money contemptuously. 

“Who was the victim ?”’ she asked. 

“ \ fellow from America,” said Slick easily. “ They've 
got all the money except that bit.” 

He put the cards back. 

“The perfect gentleman !”’ she said. 

He nodded and smiled. 

“T was good enough for you once, old girl,’ he said, 
as he reached for the decanter. 

Her hand fell on his wrist, but he shook it off. 

“You've got foolish ideas, Bunny,” he said. “You 
think everybody’s honest except the pro’s. Why, there 


isn’t a club in London that hasn’t: got its sharps—only 


WENDOVER VILLAGE 


When winter was really winter. Of recent 
years we expect snow when it ought to be 
summer, and summer when it ought to be 
snow. Wendover, like Chequers, is in Bucks 


they pretend that it’s temperament! You 
know the feller who wriggles about in his 
chair if you don’t return hisspade ? He’s 
a sharp, but doesn’t know it.” 

She waited, and, when he had put 
down the glass: 

“T don’t know that I want you to 
stay, Slick. I suppose Christmas is the 
excuse that brought you? Well, I will 
accept your kind wishes, and now you 
can go.” 

He tried to take her hand, but she 
drew back ; and then, before she realised 
what had happened, she was in his arms 
and he was kissing her. She broke 
loose furiously, white as death. 

“You brute ! ” she breathed. 

Slick Dawlish was not smiling any more. 
glowering down at her, his hands in his pockets. 

“Brute! That’s been my trouble—I’ve been too gentle 
with you! If I’d. treated you as your husband treated 
you ——”’ 

“We'll leave his name out of it!” she cried ina cold 
fury. “Slick, haven’t you any decent feeling, that you 
can mention the. name of a man who died honourably in 
action—a man of your own regiment—a man you pretend 
was a friend of yours?” 


He stood, 
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He was off his guard now. Anger, wounded vanity, 
a tremendous sense of grievance, a desire to hurt as he 
had been hurt, dominated him to the-exclusion of all the 
considerations which had governed him during all the long 
years. 

“He was no friend of yours, Bunny,” he said, brutally. 
“Don’t see him in a halo because he passed out.” 

His voice was tremulous with anger. 

“He never hesitated to take a hunting crop to you— 
you told me that yourself. Your life was a hell upon earth 
with him—don’t forget it.” 

“ He’s dead,” she said in a low voice. 

Slick Dawlish swallowed his whisky at a gulp. 

“Tm talking about him alive. You sneer about me 
being unfaithful—good Lord!” 

And now she turned on him in a fury. 

“1 don’t want tohear what you’re going to say,” she 
said tensely. “I forgave him all when the news came— 
you yourself brought it. Have you no shame, no decency ? 
He treated me -badly—lI’ve never said he 
didn’t—but his sacrifice wiped that out and 
left him a clean memory. If you had only 
gone with him!” 

“I’m jolly glad I didn’t,’ said Slick, 
and his tone infuriated her. 


“The perfect gentleman! The old 
Festonian !”’ 
Now he turned with a snarl. 
“ : =) 
Drop it! 


“That hurts you,” she taunted. “I'd 
like to print your record on every wall of 
your old school. I’d like to have a banner 
on the playing-field— Slick Dawlish, an old 
boy of this school, is a card-sharper, a man 
without honour to comrades living or faith 
to the dead !’”’ 

He was livid with fury. 

“Faith to Bill Wainford—that damned 
coward !”’ 


“ CHEQUERS” 


OUT IN THE SNOW 


Whether it be summer or whether it be winter the official nest in the country of the Prime 
Ministers of England is always beautiful. 


list of the famous Old Berkeley Hounds, of which Mr. E. f£. Tyrwhitt Drake, High Sheriff 


Of recent years it has been added to the fixture 


of Bucks, is the master 


He saw her eyes open wide with horror, but nothing 
could check him now. 

“Tl tell you! Bill Wainford deserted in the face of 
the enemy the night before the big push.” 

“That’s a lie!” 

“He went to save his skin,’ he went on remorselessly. 
“He'd have been court-martialled for robbing the regi- 
mental funds if he hadn’t. -I told the lie about his 
being killed—I swore I’d seen it—they found out the 
truth after they’d granted your pension, and they hushed 
it up.” 


(Continued on p. xxviii) 
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THE BOHEMIAN 


A charming portrait study of Miss Elsa Lanchester, by Dorothy Wilding 
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HERE is no gramophone so 
perfect in every detail as 
the Viva-tonal Columbia. 

It is the result of costly and 
lengthy research in the Columbia 
scientific laboratories—the first and 
only scientific gramophone. Its 
superiority lies in these features : — 
Even Response at all parts of 
the Scale ; 
Increased Musical Range ; 
Finer Analysis of Detail ; 
Greater Volume Without Dis- 
tortion. 
When choosing your Xmas 
gcimophone hear the Viva-tonal 
Columbia and LISTEN FOR 
TITE DIFFERENCE! 


: CHRISTMAS RECORDS 


\ Special List of Columbia Records 
‘or Christmas is now available—covering 
every form of entertainment and music 
for the season. All made by the New 
Columbia Electric Process Without 
Seratch. Ask at your Dealer’s. 
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‘What Columbia _ 
Scientific Research “4 
has attained 7 

‘The ONLY Scientific Gramophone al 
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"MAGIC NOTES 
TRADE MARK 


Prices from 
£4 15s. to 
50 Guineas. 


He Viva~tonal 
Columbia 


The ONLY Gramophone that gives Even 
Response thyoughout tts ENTIRE Musical Range. 


SPECIAL 
INVITATION 


A Free Invitation Card to hear the wonderful New Viva-tonal 
Columbia at your nearest dealer, without obligation of any kind, 
will be gladly sent, together with complete illustrated catalogue 
post free from Columbia, 102-108, Clerkenwell Road, London, E.C.1 
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-taking home Mayfair 


The good husband takes Mayfair home and 
may well be pleased with himself —though he is 
only one of many who take home a box of 
Cadbury’s Assorted Chocolates. 


A good wife has many methods of reminding Cadbury Assortments to suit 

her absent-minded husband, such as putting a note every purse :— 
in his hat, umbrella or shoes, or on his breakfast Milk Tray Chocolates 2/6 per Ib. 
plate, tying string round his finger while he is Home Chocolates - 2/6 5 »» 
asleep, or as a last resort, taking him by the arm, MAYFAIR Chocolates 4/- » » 
lead: hi h whi as King George Chocolates 4/- 5 
lea ing him to a sweet shop and whispering Marlborough Chocolates S/- 5, 43 
Now George remember you’re a good husband.” Carnival Chocolates 6/6 » » 


Che best Phristmas Sox ts a 


Cadbury 


Vy é 
(LE : 
Ke See + ut oN 
e ne name Cadbury’ on every piece © choc? 
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SO THIS IS EUROPE—continued. 


“That’s nonsense,” his wife answered. ‘‘She wouldn’t 
have got herself up like that if shé were. And she’s only 
about seventeen. For heaven’ssake keep your eye on her, 
Nigel. I’m so near-sighted. And if she gets up to go out, 
then we must go out too and speak to her. Promise me 
you'll keep an eye on her.” 

“T’ll do that,” he replied. “Trust me.” 

“Look!” presently exclaimed Sir Edward. “One of 
those oily youths is getting up. I believe he’s going to 
her table. Yes, he is. Well, the fun begins!” 

Marcella had been perfectly aware of every move and 
- every look on the part of the two young men. She was 
perfectly aware that they had been discussing her. Her 
face, however, was as expressionless as a strawberry ice, 
and although she looked at 
them she took care to keep 
all meaning out of her 
eyes. But suddenly her 
heart gave a great leap 
and seemed to spring into 
her throat, and she felt her 
cheeks flame under their 
rouge. The tallest, darkest, 
and most wasp-waisted of 
the two got up and walked 
straight toward her table 
with a slight smile on his 
face. The band had just 
begun playing, and a few 
couples were already on 
the floor. He bent his 
head respectfully, and in 
the melodious voice she 
would have expected from 
a count, asked: 

“Would Madame care 
to dance ?” 

She felt like a fisher- 
man who had_ suddenly 
got an enormous salmon 
on the end of his line, but 
although her heart beat 
tumultuously, she raised 
serene eyes to his. It 
flashed through her mind 
that the armholes of her 
dress were rather hastily 
sewn to be displayed upon 
a dance floor, but she re- 
membered Honoria Schade 
and smiled graciously. She 
would dance. They took 
the floor. Never had she 
had a better partner. He was tall and slim, and moved 
beautifully. She was in heaven. 

us Have you been in Aix long Madame ?”’ 

A little more than two weeks.” 

She didn’t think she could possibly go on talking, her 
heart was beating so. 

x I have not seen you here before.” 

A I ve been once, but I didn’t dance.” : 

Madame dances divinely. Really, Madame, divinely.’ 

“T do love it,” said Marcella. 

“Madame is American ?” 

i Yes, I’m American.” 

All American ladies dance divinely.” 

The conversation proceeded in this somewhat un- 
original way until the music stopped. Then the young 
man—he had languishing dark eyes, the whites of which 
ae perhaps a brownish tinge—took her back to her 
table, 

“ Will Madame care to dance with me again later ?” 


She (coyly): You look ever so much better without those glasses 
He (the brute): So do you 
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“Perhaps,” said Marcella, and flashed him a brilliant 
smile. He returned to his own table—which was evi- 
dently, Marcella thought, the correct thing for these 
foreigners to do—and when his friend, who lad also been 
dancing, returned, she was aware that they talked about 
her again. 

All this was terribly, terribly exciting. Well!! She 
had succeeded in amusing herself rather better than she 
could have hoped. They were probably both counts, those 
two, if not marquises. She would dance with the tall one 
once more, and after that, if he wanted to meet her again, 
he would have to come and call. He was terribly good- 
looking, she thought, in a foreign way, of course, and he 
had lovely manners. She’d see him every day while they 
were in Aix, and go to places with him, and let him get to 
know her mother—she’d have to tell her not to talk about 
her knee and her feet and her rheumatism so much—but 
she wouldn’t accept him yet. He’d follow her back to 
America, and they’d an- 
nounce their engagement 
over there. Her friends 
at home would say, “1 
always thought Marcella 
Bodmin would make an 
interesting and __ brilliant 
match.” Certainly a girl 
had to do something for 
herself if she had an un- 
enterprising kind of mother 
as she had. 

A stout Frenchwoman 
of fifty or so sat at a near- 
by table. She wore a tight- 
fitting black satin dress with 
bright blue pipings and a 
perfectly terrible hat which 
had greatly amused Mar- 
cella. Her husband was 
old and looked very feeble, 
and though it was a hot 
day he was wrapped up in 
woollen mufflers and a 
thick overcoat. His wife 
hummed the tune the band 
was playing and beat time 
with the toe of her black 
buttoned boot. Suddenly 
Marcella’s blood seemed to 
freeze. The tall young 
man got up and went to 
their table. Bending toward 
the fat Frenchwoman, he 
asked, with a bow, exactly 
as he had asked Marcella— 

“Would Madame care 
to dance?” 

Madame would. She 
heaved herself out of her chair as briskly as her bulk 
would permit, and took the floor—certainly a very large 
part of it. Meanwhile, her elderly husband fished about in 
his coat for a note-case from which he counted out a 
number of ten-franc notes. Holding them in his hand, he 
watched with tired, rheumy eyes, while his wife circulated 
grotesquely on the dance floor. Marcella, too, watched, 
and saw how her late partner looked over his stout charge’s 
head with eyes of patient boredom, not even troubling to 
make polite conversation. Then the awful truth dawned 
on her. He and his elegant friend were both of them 
professional dancers. Her “count” was hired by the 
establishment to offer himself as a partner—for a con- 
sideration—to any lady who cared to dance and had no 
better partner of her own. Her happy dream was 
shattered. She felt sick with disappointment and shame. 
She felt as though everyone at the Villa des Fleurs had 
read her thoughts, as though that dancing creature had 
read them himself. What a sell these places were! 

(Continued on p. xiv) 
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SO THIS IS EUROPE—continued. 


What a gigantic sell Europe was! What a sell—for 
about thirty agonizing seconds—life was! She paid her 
bill, and once more looked in her pocket-mirror. Dis- 
gusting sight! She looked a fright—a scarecrow! She 
pushed back her chair and got up from the table. She 
wanted to get out, and as soon as possible. She turned 
and walked quickly toward the door, her bracelets jangling 
and her short skirts fluttering. 

Lord Vickery had been keeping his eyes on her. He 
said that when she got up he’d go after her and ask her to 
come to tea, at his sister’s invitation, at the Grand Savoie, 
with her mother. But her departure was so sudden and 
so unexpected that he was nearly too late. 

“There she goes!’ cried Lady Hurtees. “Quick, 
Nigel! And that horrible young man is going after her.” 

It was true. Her late partner, seeing her about to 
make a hasty exit, left the stout lady on the edge of the 
dance floor and ran in pursuit. Lord Vickery, less impulsive, 
continued to walk. He found Marcella on the steps out- 
side, being intercepted in her flight by a politely determined 
youth. 
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Wifey : Oh George, however could you come home in that state ? 
Rasher r’markable—hic—performansh. What ! 
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“But, Madame, I think you have forgotten. You have 
been so kind _as to dance with me. For that I must ask 
youtopayme. The price for one dance is thirty-five francs.” 

She had turned and was regarding him with a face of 
shame and fury. 

“T won’t pay you any such thing. How was I to know 
you were a hired professional ? Why didn’t you tell me? 
I guess it’s you who ought to pay me, if there’s any paying 
to be done. I never heard of such a thing. I guess I 
won't pay any man alive to dance with me.” 

“But Madame surely understands ——-” 

Lord Vickery intercepted him as he was following her 
down the steps like a wasp after a moving honey-pot, and 
thrust fifty francs into his hand, a transaction she did not see. 

“This is my affair,” he whispered, in French, and 
hurried after Marcella. He overtook her just as she was 
going through the gates into the street. 

“T beg your pardon,” he said, touching her lightly on her 
bare arm, “ but I have a message for you from my sister, 
Lady Hurtees. I’m sorry you were troubled by that tire- 
some young man.” He held outa folded bit of paper. “ My 
sister scribbled a little note for you, to explain who she is.” 

She turned and looked at him and in the same instant 
recognised him as the little fat man who had several times 
appeared interested inherasshe waited by the pavilion forher 
mother. She flared 
up hotly with anger 
and mortification. 

“Oh, it’s you! 
Well, I haven’t the 
pleasure of your 
acquaintance, or 
your sister’s either, 
and what’s more I 
don’t want it. I 
guess everyone in 
this whole place is a 
professional dancer 
or a white slaver or 
something. Please 
be good enough to 
leave me alone!”’ 

Lord Vickery 
stood, hat in hand, 
completely taken 
aback. On his 
pleasant, friendly 
face was a look of 
dismayed confusion. 
Before he could 
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Ye OF speak again she 
Wy Wy, had turned and 


crossed the street 
atarun. Jumping 
into a waiting fiacre 
on the otherside, she 
gave the name of 
her hotel to the 
driver and cried— 

“Et allez vite, 
vite, vite!” 

She sat well 
back, shrinking into 
as small a space as 
possible. It was 
evidently no good, 
she thought, _ bit- 
terly, to expect life 
to be like books. 
It was just disap- 
pointing and _horri- 
ble from beginning 
to end. She had 
taken all this trou- 
ble and spent all this 
money just to make 

(Continued on p. xxiv) 
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Elizabeth Arden has a charmingly appropriate gift 
FOR EVERY WOMAN ON YOUR CHRISTMAS LIST 


Elizabeth Arden’s Bath Salts are delight- 
fully fragrant and refreshing. A favorite 
gift at all seasons. Rose, Russian Pine, and 
Ambre. 5/6, 10/6. 


A gift of Elizabeth Arden’s important Prep- 
arations 1s always useful and always wel- 
come. The name Elizabeth Arden on your 
Christmas package enhances the gift in any 
woman's eyes. 


DEMEIE! MEIER. H Mon Amie Elizabeth, a perfume created 
iy 


especially for Elizabeth Arden. Smart cut 
glass botile in satin-lined box. £4/4/0. 


| Re are gifts of the sort that every woman loves 
- ; ‘ ; —— exquisite powders, smart travel cases, bath 
tntible Ee eae pnt salts, jewel-like compacts—intimate little accessories 
box. 19/6. that express delightful things to a woman. Every 
Elizabeth Arden Preparation is made with immacu- 
late purity, and with a background of scientific knowl- 
edge which makes each specialized Preparation surely 
effective. And so your gift of Elizabeth Arden’s Prep- 
arations is pleasantly useful to the recipient. And it 
carries a message of subtle flattery, too, for Elizabeth 
Arden’s Venetian Toilet Preparations are used by the Venetian Flower Powder. A powder of 
most distinguished women all over the world. They absolute purity, finely textured, delicately 
are sold at smart shops everywhere. perfumed. O[0. 


Elizabeth Arden’s Venetian Dusting Pow- 


der, a delightful luxury, a smooth fine pow- Elizabeth Arden’s Leather Travel 
me pure, soft and lightly perfumed. A large Beauty Boxes and wey Cases are £17/17s., 
ox gaily flowered, with a big puff. 12/6. Travel Cases area £15/15s., £5/15s. 6d. 


Rose lacquered metal 


perfect gift for the 
fee 75/-, 60/-, 


most tmportant 
names on your list. 


Petite O-Boy, Elizabeth Arden’s smart com- 
pact, achased gilt case, containing powder or 
rouge or both powder and rouge. 10/6. 


Elizabetr Arden’s Jasmine Soap comes ina 
charming trinket box of jade green. Alla- 
manda Soap in a lapis blue box. 13/6. Prices include 
fittings and 
Preparations. 


Elizabeth Arden’s Venetian Toilet Preparations are on sale at the smartest shop in every town. 


ELIZABETH ARDEN 


NEW YORK PARIS | 
673 Fifth Avenue ELIZABETH ARDEN, LTD. 2 rue de la Paix 


LONDON 25 OLD BOND STREET, W.1 


(Copyright Reserved) 
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THE INVASION—continued. 


upon the air. Her fingers obeyed her instinct with a 
simultaneous, triumphant ease. In the serene, confident 
partnership between her and the ‘cello, Stella hardly knew 
what she gave or what she took; but after a time she 
became conscious of a new element. Her ’cello itself had 
become alive. She was no longer alone with the music, 
something else was there, invading her senses and pressing 
its way forward into her heart. It had happened, this 
thing Stella had always feared; emotion was clamouring at 
the doors of her senses. David was in the safe, shadowy 
audience, forcing upon her the dangerous reality of love. 
He had known how to reach her through this medium 
common to them both, but it was not David who entered— 
his clamorous love-making had but opened the door to 
someone else. This intruder who shook her senses apart, 
who filled her nerves with fire, was not David. 

Panic shook her; her hands clung to the strings as if 
they would help her to bar the alien presence out. But 
the invasion was within her; it was a part of the instru- 
ment itself, the very strings which she had tuned intoa 
velvety harmony betrayed her. They welcomed the 
intrusion—they clung to her like the menacing scents, 
like tiny fierce hands. Her body became inert like a leaf 
caught in a storm. She felt herself controlled, held fast in 
_the grasp of a lover. All her life she had given herself to 
sound as a bird gives itself to the air knowing that it is 
in an element which it can ride. But now she was no 
longer free in this ele- 
ment, she was being 
ridden; she was pos- 
sessed. She had been 
a priestess dedicated 
to an abstract art, her 
god was a cool, intel- 
lectual process; now 
every pulse in her beat 
with the tremendous 
impetus of passion, and 
she knew that her god 
was a consuming fire. 

This being which 
was about her, which 
had entered into her, 
was not separate from 
her music. She could 
never cut herself adrift 
from it nor bring it 
under her iron self-con- 
trol. There was no 
escape from it pos- 
sible, for she knew 
now what it was—it 
was the ’cello itself. 

She mastered the 
outward signs of her 
instinctive horror; she 
was first of all an ex- 
pert, a faithful, stub- 
born expert. No one 
who listened to her 
knew that for thirty 
blind intolerable  se- 
conds her world rocked 
and split beneath her, 
emptying itself of 
sound. Her will forced 
the conflict of her 
startled heart into a 
stately rhythm. She 
was obedient to the 
Heavenly Vision, but 
the Heavenly Vision 


golf links | 


Visitor: | hear you've lost your parrot that used to swear so terribly ? 
Hostess: Yes, poor thing, he escaped one day and we found him dead on the 
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had betrayed her; it had driven her into a union with a 
strange power. She no longer controlled her instrument— 
some terrible released spirit in it held and controlled her. 

When she had finished playing the applause that burst 
upon her was overwhelming. Till now she had been 
aware of her audience as if it were the grey background 
of a picture, but this crowd that rose up in an ecstasy to 
greet her forced her into a deeper recognition. She had 
never before been given anything by an audience—what 
they gave her now flooded her heart. In spite of herself 
an excitement and a new strength was born from her 
shuddering helplessness; the ’cello in her arms, which 
weighed tragically upon her, tortured her with an incredible 
delight. It was not the audience which had betrayed her ; 
they were triumphing over her defeat, but they were 
blameless. 

The instrument she held in her arms was her guilty 
lover. Her nervous hands touching it could have torn 
it, and flung the strings in broken handfuls at her feet, 
But she could not. Deeper than her anguish stirred a new 
life. She saw no one, but in the blur of a myriad eyes a 
new consciousness held her, and she heard nothing—not 
one lonely soaring note—but in the mad applause of the 
clapping hands she felt a sudden fellowship. 

She played again and yet again to allay that empty 
storm of sound—or to deepen that sense of fellowship ? 
Her hands ached, and her flying fingers felt like lead, her 
heart beat slow and fumblingly like an old man’s. But the 
music was alive; it was life. At last they let her go. She 
was in the artists’ room, surrounded by the informed applause 
of her critics. She was numb, and their impassioned 
praise meant nothing 
to her. They were 
shadows, noisy, ignor- 
ant shadows talking of 
art; they interrupted 
the stubborn combat 
in her heart. 

At last they left 
her ; she was alone in 
her car filled to the 
brim with cruel, scented 
flowers. Roses and 
violets, carnations and 
heliotrope, lilac in trees 
of white and lavender, 
and stiff camellias, red 
as blood or white as 
snow. Jhere was 
hardly room for her 
and for the ’cello. 
The walls of flowers 
shut her in. 

The chauffeur gave 
her a note: “I know 
now why you cannot 
love me,’ she read, 
“and I will never try 
to see you again.” 

It did not matter 
what happened to 
David ; but she felt a 
vague sense of relief. 
The citadel had fallen, 
but at least no foot of 
man had entered its 
proud gates. 

She sank back with 
closed eyes into the 
merciful darkness. 
Slow tears crept 
through her lids. 

“T was alone be- 
fore,” she whispered, 
“and now I shall 
never be alone again.’ . 


Drawn by Stan Terry 
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Many of the plagues of life come 
because digestion is hampered by 
acidity. Scots Whisky is non-acid. 
It is, indeed, a corrective of acidity. 
When selecting the Whisky that 
you will offer to your friends rest 
assured that nothing will please 
them better than 


Haig 


WHISKY 


Maturing whisky for many years in 
bond involves enormous capital 
outlay. Only Houses with great 
financial reserves can produce the 
finished product. 


The Haig family have been distil- 
ling Scots Whisky for 300 years, 
and the fact that never in the 
history of the oldest Distilling 
House have the sales been as great 
as they are to-day proves that the 
public know what they are doing 
when they insist on having Haig, 


Doctors are daily using it. 


City magnates are calling for it. 


Merchant Princes are stimulated by it. 


Over-tired people are revived by it. 


Old people live longer because of it. 


GOLp LABEL 


“QvetR scorcn WHISK ? 
Wer x 


ISSUED BY JOHN HAIG & CO., LTD. (owning Haig & Haig, Ltd.), DISTILLERS, MARKINCH, FIFE and KINNAIRD HOUSE, PALL MALL EAST, S.W.1 
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BY THE SLUICE—continued. 


to look on, its horizon was empty, but it was ready for the moment 
which I felt sure was coming, when there should appear to it, 
perhaps very horribly, in the manner of that blank face in the 
darkness last night, some phantom from the unseen world. A 
hundred times I tried to recall myself to the normal sights and 
sounds about me, but they were becoming more and more meaning- 
less, and had no reality compared with the reality for which, 
shuddering in spirit, I waited. 

I had made a long beat across the open, and was working 
round towards the belt of woods through which I purposed to go, 
when once more the fog began to gather. I had no mind to be 
caught by it on this huge unfeatured upland, for one might wander 
far and long if all landmarks were blotted out, and I hastened to 
get into the woods, for there, as I knew,a path would lead me down 
to the lake, and passing the head of it, take me back to the house. 

I found the gate at the entrance to this path just before the 
fog grew suddenly much more dense, and I congratulated myself 
on having got off the open before it gathered like this, and entered 
the wood. 

It was very dark under the trees, and the wind which earlier 
in the afternoon had cleared the air outside had not penetrated 
here, and the mist hung thick and white between the veiled 
forms of the tree-trunks. Darker yet it grew as the light from 
the sky outside was expunged by the fog, but I could just see 


the path ahead of me, and I went quickly, for there was closing ~ 


in upon me not the fog alone, but some nameless horror of 
the spirit. What exactly I feared I could not have said; but 
something, as yet unseen, was stirring, and in this forlorn dimness 
of the wood I longed for any companionship from the familiar 
world. Once I stopped to listen for any sound that would give 
evidence that there was life, even if only of birds or woodland 
beasts, somewhere near me, but not a note nor the patter of feet in 
the undergrowth came to me. The path was mossy and even my 
own footfalls were dumb. 
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Spend Christmas at Britain’s 
Paramount Resort Hotel. 
There will be dances, galas, 
and merrymaking of every 


Accommodation should 
be reserved early 


Arthur Towle, Controller, LMS Hotel Services, St. Pancras, London, N.W.1 
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Suddenly I heard the rustle of dead leaves from my feet, ang 
I saw that EF had somehow got off the path. I scouted this Way 
and that for it, and retraced my steps, but in the deep, thick 
dusk I was quite unable to find it again, and the only thip 
to be done was to keep on going down hill, for somewhere at the 
bottom I knew that I must strike the lake or the stream that 
flowed from it, and could orientate myself again. The ground was 
uneven, and more than once | stumbled over some root, caught my 
foot in a spray of bramble, and all the time I was fighting with this 
rising tide of fear. 

At last the darkness began to lift a little, and ahead there 
was no longer the same density of trees, but an open space tg 
which I quickly drew nearer, and there in front of me lay the lake, 
I had greatly miscalculated my direction, for I found that insteag 
of being at the upper end of it I had come to the lower end, where 
was the sluice from which the water poured down a steep bank and 
formed the stream that passed by the village. A belt of thick 
undergrowth lay between me and the path that led along the banks 
of the sluice, and I was threading my way slowly through this 
when once again I stumbled against some unseen obstacle and fell, 
I picked myself up unhurt, and then looked to see what had caused 
me this fall. I saw that it was a small suit-case. 

In a flash I remembered that Oulton had gone home from the 
bank and packed a few things for his pretended visit to London, | 
lit a match, and found his initials, ““T.O.,’’ stamped on the side of it, 
I took it up, and with it in my hand struggled out on to the open 
path, past the sluice. I must clearly carry it home to Louis, for 
it might prove a valuable clue in the search for the missing man, 
He had certainly been in this wood, bewildered perhaps by the thick 
fog, and having missed his way as I had done. But I wondered 
how he came to be here at all, for if he had been going up to 
London he would have gone from his house to the station. Or — 

I had come to the sluice; on my left the mist-veiled lake lay 
leaden and deep, and a row of young willows edged the bank. | 
saw forming itself in the air just above them a pale oval of light, 
It oscillated slightly, as if stirred by some breath of wind, and as | 
watched it the outline grew firm and definite. Terror screamed to 


me to run from the place, but the same terror held me fast. On 
(Continued on >, xxii) 
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each side of the face, blank as yet, there grew the form of rather 
prominent ears, and thenabove them came thesemblance of grey hair 
hanging down over the forehead in dank straight lines, as if dripping 
wet. The shadowed eye-sockets appeared below thick-arched 
eyebrows, a nose long for the face ruled itself downwards between 
them, and below that a mouth, slack and open, with tongue lolling 
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The sequel can be told very shortly, though the reconstruction 
of the whole history can never be known for certain. [ described 
the face that I had seen to Louis, and it answered so closely tg 
the appearance of the missing man that the lake just above the 
sluice was dragged, and the body found there. In the breagt. 
pocket of the coat was an envelope addressed to him; the ink haq 


over the livid underlip. And now the eye-sockets were yo run owing to the long immersion in the water, but 
empty no longer; eyes with the lids half shut cone on VCS pe a name was ee jeeiDe a neue twenty-five 
to them peered at me, though fixed and glassy, with an BG mee ed reasury notes of a pound each. ulton’s intention 
infinite and despairing sadness. Then, like a screen pic- ent therefore seems clear, but there are several hypotheses 


ture coming into better focus, smaller details fixed them- 
selves. I saw the puckered skin at the outer corner 

of the eyes, the darkness of the shaved jaw and Lt, 
upper lip, the modelling of the high cheekbones, and 
upright crease between the eyes. All the time the 

face oscillated gently sideways. 

How long I watched it with cold horror clutching at my 
heart I do not know. A few secends, I expect, was the 
duration of this unbodied vision, but such moments are 
immeasurable in terms of time. Then it was there no 
more ; in front of me was the mist-swathed lake and the 
row of young willows just stirring in the air, and in my 
hand the suit-case of Thomas Oulton. But with the 
vanishing of the vision, of the hallucination, whatever you 
may call it, the terror vanished too, and there I was, ~ 
hearing the suck and splash of the sluice, master of myself, 
and knowing that the manifestation I had abjectly dreaded 
was part and parcel of all that is. The kindly woodland 
lay about me, the earth was drinking in, like a baby at the 
breast, the moisture of its nourishment, and beyond and 
behind, imminent and remote, was the power which had 
let me look through the transient veil of material limitation. 
What I had seen, what for the moment had filled my soul 
with the ultimate terror, was no more shocking than the 
wild whirling of the planets in space, or the sudden melody 
of the thrush that bubbled from the covert by the water- 
side, for all were subject to the same law that “ moved 
the sun and the other stars.” 


advance yet recorded in 
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which roughly fit to facts. 

Perhaps he left his home, having told his wife that 
he was summoned up to London on business, with the 
intention of going there and of trying to evade pursuit, 
Against that there is the fact that he did not go to the 
station, but went, with his suit-case, into the woods 

through which a path led to Louis’ house. Byt 
Ne the two are reconcilable, for we may suppose that 
t\ though he meant to disappear, he wanted first to 
restore the money of which he had defrauded the 
bank. Again, though his leaving his suit-case jn 
that thicket where I found it, and the recovery of 
his body from the deep water not fifty yards away, 
might indicate that he deliberately committed 
suicide, it is yet possible that he hid his suit-case 
there with the intention of coming 
back for it after he had left the 
envelope at the house, and /that jn 
the dense and blinding fog he acci- 
dentally fell into the water. The path 
by the sluice is very narrow, and such 
a mishap perfectly possible. He was encumbered with a long 
great-coat, and a false step on the slippery stone edging there 
might easily have been fatal. 

Of the other phenomena recorded I have no explanation to give, 
but only suggest that the veil between the seen and what we call 
the unseen is of thinnest gossamer, and that ever and again we have 
glimpses of what lies outside our mortal vision. 
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SO THIS IS EUROPE—continued. 


a fool of herself, nearly, over a dancing instructor, and to get spoken 
to by a little fat man who probably went about trying to pick up young 
girls. It was a lucky thing she knew how to look after herself. 

“Oh, Lord!’ she said aloud, addressing the coachman’s back, 
“T’m so bored! I feel as if I could just die of it!” Two great 
tears fell into her green chiffon lap. “And I guess we’ve got 
to stay here two weeks more, probably. I don’t believe I can 
bear it.”’ 

The next morning she emerged from the front door of the hotel 
at the usual time and at her mother’s side. She had got home 
first the afternoon before, had had time to put the sleeves back 
into her dress and to hide all other signs of her debauch. Even 
her tears—and she had cried for an hour—had left no mark. As 
they crossed the wide terrace of the hotel to descend the steps, the 
boy from Trenton sprang out of his chair and stooped to pick up 
the handkerchief Mrs. Bodmin dropped. 

“Oh, thank you so much,” she said. “I’m always dropping 
my handkerchiefs, and it’s one I’m real fond of, too. How’s your 
mother this morning? I hope that trip yesterday didn’t tire her 
too much.” 

“Oh, no,” the young man said. ‘She’s all right. She’s gone 
down to the baths. I suppose you're going, too.” 

“My mother’s taking the cure,” Marcella said pleasantly. “I 
just go and swim around the pool. It’s something to do.” 

“Say, that doesn’t sound very lively. Why don’t you:come on 
down to the lake? The water’s great, and you can dive and 
everything.” 

“TI can’t let Marcella go alone,’ Mrs. Bodmin said. 

“Well, couldn’t she come with me?  I’ll look after her. 
There’s lots of people there every day. It’s fine. It really is.” 

“Well,” said Mrs. Bodmin. 

“Td like to go all right,” said Marcella. 

“We'll be back by twelve o’clock. Please let her come,” the 
boy urged. 
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“Tf you’ll be sure to get back in time for lunch,’ Mrs. Bodmin 
told him, hesitating. 

“You'd better be getting on down to the baths, mother,” saiq 
Marcella. “It’s late. You'll miss your rest.” 

“Yes, I guess I had better. Well, take care of her.” 

Marcella looked at the boy from Trenton with bright, eager 
eyes. 

“Just wait half a second, and I'll run up and get my bathing 
suit. I’ve got a new one I’m crazy to wear.” 

She was down again in five minutes, and they walked somewhat 
shyly towards the ’bus that was to take them to Grand Port. 
was a warm and lovely day, and the lake was like a great jewel at 
the foot of the mountains. 

. I’ve been dying to talk to you,” the boy confessed 

ss Well, why in the world didn t you? 

Why? Well, you gave me some of the iciest looks I ever 
saw. Honestly, you did.” 

“Oh, I never meant to. I guess I was thinking about something 
else, that’s all.” 

“Maybe you were. It’s fine here, isn’t it? There’s such heaps 
to do. Have you been up Mont Revard yet?” 

“No. Not yet.” 

“Why, it’s great. About the loveliest place I ever saw. You 
can see Mont Blanc. We might go up there this afternoon.” 

“Oh, I’d love to, if mother doesn’t want me to do something 
else.” 

“Have you been across the lake to Hautecombe ? ” 

“No. I haven’t been anywhere hardly.” 

“We'll go there to-morrow if you like.” 

“Yes, let’s. How long are you staying ?” Marcella inquired. 

“Qh, about two weeks longer. Maybe three. How long are 
you staying EERE 

About two weeks. 
mother to stay longer.” 
this place, don’t you?” 

Mrs. Bodmin, on her way to the baths, thought, “I don’t know 
why on earth I didn’t think about dropping that handkerchief 
sooner. Marcella’s so kind of unenterprising in some ways.” 


Maybe more. I'll try and persuade 
She added, with enthusiasm, “I just Jove 
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ROMANCE—continued. 


“What’s the matter?” she asked, “you look very peculiar. 
What are you thinking about ?” 

You,” said the man. 

Why ?” questioned the woman. 

“That's what I was wondering,” said the man. “You're old, 
you're fat, and you paint your face. Frankly, I’m sick of you.” 

‘The same to you with nobs on,” said his wife. “But why 
on earth didn’t you say so before?’ and she went off that very 
afternoon with one Sebastian Macalastair, a young film actor, 
whose real name was Percy Wragg, and whose mother, all honour 
to her, kept a small fish and chip shop in the Fulham Road. 

Well, time went on as it always does, and the man still made 
money with one side of him, and still sought Romance with the 
other. At last he grew really quite old, and though he continued 
to make money, he had almost, though not entirely, given up 
Romance. 

One lovely day as he was walking in the fields at the foot of 
a mountain in Italy, he saw a woman coming towards him. She 
had on a filmy robe that seemed to be made of every colour in the 
rainbow, and just as he had decided that she really was quite the 
most beautiful creature he had ever seen, she came nearer, and 
he saw, to his surprise, that it was a man. He stared hard to 
make quite sure, and as he stared the figure faded from his sight. 

“ Good God!” said the man, “I must be going mad,” and he 
shut his eyes. When he opened them again, the figure stood quite 
close to him, and it was undoubtedly a woman. 

“ Oh, madam,” he began, greatly relieved, “ forgive my speaking 
to you, but ;’ and his voice died in his throat, for he found 
himself talking to a man. 

“T mean, sir,’ he cried feebly, “ forgive ;’ and then he 
stopped speaking altogether, for he found himself talking to the air, 

He staggered to a large stone and sat down upon it. 

“What is it?” he groaned, “‘ what is it?” He thought for a 
long time, and finally decided in his dazed mind that it must have 
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been a Being, though he was not quite clear as to what constituted 
a Being. As he did so the figure was beside him again ag A 
woman. However, having made up his mind about it he felt 
stronger, and “ Anyway,” he thought, “though it’s far too beautify] 
to be anything human, I must speak to it because it 7s so beautify|” 
Sir or madam, as the case may be,” he began cautiously 

forgive me speaking to you, but what are you—I mean who EG 
you—I mean ” and here his voice trailed away as the Bein 
vanished. But he kept a firm grip on himself in spite of feelin 
rather giddy and waited till it appeared again. It reappeared ae 
man and smiled a most lovely smile upon him. 

ei You were about to ask my name, I think ?” he said. 

* Yes,” muttered the man. 

Well, some call me one thing and some call me another,” said 
the Being. “Some call me Romance, others call me just Life” 
and he slowly turned into a woman. : 
. Oh,” cried the man, and he knelt stiffly at her lovely feet, 

I have sought you for so long.” 

“Yes! but you never found me,” said Romance, “ because 
you only sought me in one way, and that was woman. You neyer 
saw the Romance in Friendship,” and she became aman. “ You 
never saw,” and he disappeared, only his voice sounding thin on 
the air, the Romance in Industry, in the building of great ships 
of commerce, of great cities, you never saw the romance of the 
country, of little things. You bound me hand and foot to the figure 
of awoman, but I am nota woman, I am-not a man, Iam nothing, | 
am Life, | am everywhere for those who have eyes to see, but I stay 
nowhere.” And the man, looking up, saw the woman beside him, 

Stay with me,” he implored, “at least stay with me. I haye 
spent my whole life looking for you, and I am an old man.” 

I stay nowhere,’ said Romance gently, beginning to fade 
almost as she spoke. 

“For God’s sake, then,” cried the man, “give me something to 
remember you by, something to show I haven’t searched in vain,” 
and he caught frantically at her dress ; but she vanished, and he 
found himself holding a piece of light the colours of the rainboy, 
However, it lit up the rest of his life for him, as indeed Romance 
had intended it should. 


Hail, rain, or snow—what- 
ever the weather—if you 
are well fed you can with- 
stand it. To be well fed 
eat “ Bermaline ’—the bread 
that gives you that extra 
stamina. Easily digested, 
pleasing, appetising, there is 
no better bread. Being baked 
with the choicest Wheat 
Flour and the finest Extract 
of Malt, itisthe Ideal Wheaten 
Malt Bread. Commence with A 
“ Bermaline ” to-day — at fits. EA 
every meal it’s good for all. ae il Ve S 


Zi 


All first-class Bakers bake 
Bermaline.” Yours can : . 
supply you. If not, write 2 q 


Montgomerie & Co, Ltd., K 4 
% GS. ae F OS 
99 


Bermaline’ Factory Ibrox, 
66 2 


Glasgow, for name of your 
The Ideal Wheaten Malt B rea d 


nearest” Bermaline” Baker. 


ROWLAN D’S 
Macassar Oil 


is an absolute necessity for the 


HAIR 


No other preparation preserves, 


beautifies, and nourishes it so effec- 

tually. .Prepared in a _ Golden 

Colour for Fair Hair. 

Sold in 3/6, 7/- and 10/6 sizes by Stores, 
Chemists, Hairdressers, and 


ce" A. ROWLAND & SONS, LTD., 112, Guilford 
Street, Gray’s Inn Road, London. 


AN END TO CIGARETTE 
STAINED FINGERS 


NOVEL smoker’s acquisition appealing equally to 

ladies or gentlemen, the “Spat” absolutely pre- 
vents any possibility of nicotine stains on fingers oF 
lips, and also keeps loose tobacco out of the mouth. 
At the same time, by reason of its smallness, the 
flavour of the cigarette is in no way impaired. You 
may stand the cigarette up without fear of burning 
any article of furniture. 


66 99 : 9ct. solid gold : 
Trade Mark : 


: 9 ct. on silver ; 
CIGARETTE HOLDER 


Patent Number .. +e +. 8702 
Regd. Design Number.. ++ 728354 
IT Manufactured by, and post {ree from 


STANDS. LEONARD & CO., LTD., 2, Church St., Liverpool. i 


9ct. on silver ‘am 
8/6: 


; 
| 
a 


the 


have seen the passing of the 

most disappointing and sunless 
English summersince 1903. Itisasad 
memory, and will not serve to make 
more attractive the coming winter. 


Visit Itc!y! Leave the rain and 
the cold. The sunshine of which 
you were cheated awaits you beneath 
blue Italian skies. Rest your eyes 
upon shimmering palms instead of 
leafless plane trees. 


| Y NTIRELY without regret, you 
—" 


See, too, perfect fusion of 
natural and artistic beauty — the 
glories of Rome, the fairy-like charm 
of Naples. Gaze upon the jewel- 


towns of Sicily, Palermo and 
Taormina. 

Enjoy at will all those other 
pleasures you had told yourself 


were over until the true English 
summer smiled again. See the sun, 
and break the monotony of winter. 
Visit Italy! 


NAPLES: Hotel Excelsior. 
YTAORMINA : San Domenico Palace. 


ROME: Grand Hotel—Hotel Excelsior. 
SICILY — PALERMO: Grand Hotel des Palmes. 


q 


—_— 


PAC ALee 


Hotels under the same management in Italy: WENICE: Grand Hotel—Hotel Royal Danieli. 
Corresponding Hotels : GENOA : Bristol Palace—Savoy Majestic. 


Full particulars from Italian State Railways, Waterloo Place, London, 

S.W.7. Thomas Cook & Son. American Express Co., and all travel 

Agencies, or Compagnia Italiana dei Grandi Alberghi—Venice (Alfredo 
Campione, Managing Director). 


XXVIG 


THE TATLER 


“Teleling .. .!” 


Contemporary Comments. By SYDNEY TREMAYNE. 


(‘‘ After reading them I felt as if I had been stung all over by mosquitoes. ’’— 
An extract from an adverse criticism of ‘' Tatlings,’' a book of epigrams 
by Sydney Tremayne.) 

The gift of youth used to be considered priceless; it is now 
known that it is merely rather expensive—after a certain age. 


Find out exactly what a woman wants in life, and if you are 
sure that you cannot give it to her-—go right ahead. 


Another way of putting it: if you give a woman all she wants 
she will leave you for someone who won't. 


Experience is invaluable, especially when it is someone else’s; 
one’s own is so tiring. 

Having everything paid for you gives 
such a feeling of independence. 

There is no tyrant like a freed slave, 
that is why women should be kept under. 
Under what? Under control. 

No promise was ever extorted until the 
breaking of it was a certainiy. 

There are two ways to succeed: to give 
the world what it wants or to withhold it. 
The first is a fixed price transaction, the 
second an auction. 

Your “true woman” is so damnably 
unfaithful. 

It is what we suspect that rivets our 
attention. 


To know all is to forgo all. 
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The only difference between men is the kind of women they like 


When men tall about another being successful with women the 
are invariably discussing an unmarried man—sometimes aq val 
unmarried man. 


Women’s taste in literature is vitiated by the letters they have 
to read from men. 


The modern young man does not mind being put in his Place 
by a woman as long as their ideas about where it is synchronige, 


When a woman thinks she can’t lose a man she loses inte 
rest, 


If a man has capital he can always find a woman to provide 
the interest. 


It is a pity that it is so often necessary to take a thing out of 
one’s heart before one can hold it in one’s hand. 


While there is ignorance there is hope 
and when life is bliss it is folly to be wise, 


The way a woman gets out of a car and 
the way a man gets out of trouble may be 
determining factors in their destiny, 


EN ROUTE. 


When an attractive woman is travelling 
alone the first thing to find out is whether 
she has a heart; the second, whether she 


has a reason. 


Her passport will tell a woman's age 
but her luggage will reveal her character, 
which is so much more important. 


Many a good woman has travelled 
| through life with nothing more than a pil- 
*| grim basket, but it is the one with a vanity. 
| case who gets the corner seat. 


Venality is often mistaken for virtue 
and banality for sin. 


One person’s tragedy is so often no more 
than another s inconvenience. 
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THE PERFECT GENTLEMAN —continued. 


She came nearer and nearer to him, her beautiful face distorted 
with anger. Then suddenly he felt the sting of her palm on his 
cheek. 

“You liar! You horrible liar! Get out!” 

He was sober now; watched her, unmoved and silent, as she 
almost ran to the wall and pressed the bell. 

Marjorie came in. 

“Show that man to the door and never let him come in again.” 

Slick Dawlish went out into the fog, stood for a long time by 
the ornamental wall which surrounded the block, and then his 
fingers moving mechanically through his pockets, he touched a key. 
This key was one of the excuses he had had for calling. He 
must see Bunny again, tell her a lie, swear to her that he had 
never meant what he said, that old Bill had died honourably. 

He went upstairs again very slowly. It was nearly half-an- 
hour after he had left the flat that he inserted the key and opened 
the door. The hall was in darkness; in the drawing-room, one 
small globe, overlooked by the maid, still glowed. 

He was a little muddled now. Incursion into the night air had 
made his legs curiously weak. And then he heard a queer, scratch- 
ing noise, and turned his head towards the curtained window. 

Crack ! 

He®drew back against the wall and a little later the curtains 
parted, and the bearded face of a man appeared. 

Who the devil was this? Slick frowned. Was there another 
man? The intruder was in evening dress, the white front 
slightly soiled. 

The Cat! 

As he stepped into the open, Slick Dawlish’s hand gripped 
his collar and swung him round. That left of his was drawn back 
to strike, when—— 

“My God! Bill!” he whispered. “Bill Wainford!” 

Was he dreaming? His head was reeling. It may have been 
a drunken fantasy. Then he heard the voice. 
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“Slick !”? 

He saw the glint of a knife in the intruder’s hand. 

“Ts this your place?” 

Slick shook his head, for the moment incapable of speech, 

“Ti belongs to a woman, doesn’t it? Mrs. Leverton Carn, 
Funny—my wife had relations of that name. Are you—er—, 
friend of hers ?” 

He picked up the hat he had dropped and put it on the sofa, 
Slick nodded. 

“You're the Cat-man, eh ?” 

Wainford laughed softly. 

“Yes. It would have been bad luck if I’d been pinched, I only 
came out of Dartmoor six months ago. Can I have a drink?” 

Slick pointed to the decanter. 

“Don’t talk too loudly,” he said. 

Wainford looked round at him as he was pouring out the 
whisky. 

“Ts there anybody here? Mrs. Leverton Carn?” 

Again Slick nodded. 

“ She’s as rich as the devil, isn’t she ?” 

“Don’t talk so loud,” Slick warned him again. 

The newcomer had had many adventures, and spoke of them 
with that old, pitiable pride of his. He had reached America after 
his skip from Cambrai, got into trouble in Connecticut, and was 
gaoled. When he came out he fell into the association of a bank 
smasher and was caught again. Together they broke gaol and got 
across to Canada. 

“Ever heard of Toby Lands—the man who held up the cashier 
in Leicester and got away with three thousand? That was me— 
they caught me on the next job; I got three years.” 

“ Fascinating,’ said Slick, and Wainford looked at him 
suspiciously. 

“What are you doing ?” 

Slick smiled slowly. 

“All the tricks you taught me, old boy. I’m the best pupil you 
ever had, Bill.” 

“The cards, eh? You haven’t seen my wife?” 

“ She’s abroad,”’ said Slick quickly. 


(Contintcd on p. xxx) 
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“Good luck .!” said Wainford, raising his glass with an 
ironical gesture. “She wasa bit of aweeper. Still sweet on her ?” 

Slick did not answer this question. He indicated the door. 

“ You had better go while the going’s good.” 

“T thought I’d leave decorated with diamonds.” 

Wainford was looking round the flat. He saw a photograph, 
and before Slick could stop him he had picked it up. 

“Bunny!” he whispered. “Mrs. Leverton Carn—she’s 
Bunny!” 

“ Don’t be a fool,” said Slick. 

Wainford looked round at him with his sly smile. 

“Don’t be a fool, eh? Mrs. Leverton Carn is the late Mrs. 
Wainford. Jheard that this woman had changed her name when 
she came into the stuff, but I never guessed. She'll hear my 
voice in a minute’’—and then, extravagantly—‘“and will come 
running into the arms of her loving husband!” 

“She'll hear nothing,” said Slick quietly. “ There’s a double 
door and a lobby beyond that. She thinks you’re dead.” 

Wainford smiled crookedly. 

“She'll know I’m alive! A quarter of a million, wasn’t it ? 
With all that money, old boy, we'll buy peace with the world— 
Monte and Egypt, and a nice quiet little flat somewhere up West, 
eh?” He chuckled. 

Slick’s eyes did not Jeave him. 

“The old life, with her money—is that the idea?” he asked 
slowly. “‘ The old hunting-crop and the girls ?”” He whistled softly. 

“Have you gone pious?” sneered Wainford. 

It was a mistake to have asked such a question. Slick had not 
gone pious; his mind at that moment was with the dead; the good 
fellows whom this man had deserted. 

“Bill”—his voice was very, very soft—“ you know what 
happens to deserters in the face of the enemy? They die.” 

Wainford grinned at him. 

“There’s no war on now.” 

“Yes there is,” said Slick, and his voice was very, very low. 
“T’m the enemy. You think you’re going to Bunny, don’t you, to 
break her heart all over again?’ He shook his head. “ You’re 
going back into the dark where you belong, Bill.” 


ities f 
OAVEN He Pheney 
TES, DAVENTRY 


i 
ping, fh 7s 
a Tan, : 
a fab 
LONDON 
ross bx 
dota, on 
PARIS SESSA, 
WILVERSUM 
alate 
BERLIN 
2 and 3 valve models ... O +. 16 gns. to 20 gens, 


The “ Super-four” valve model, 28 gns. (reduced from 35 gns.) 


An illustrated brochure describing the sets will be posted 
to you on request 


me Travel Europe 
-with a Rees-Mace Sei / | 


- without having to change any coils. 


(No, 13784, Novemper 25, 1927 


“Do you think so?” hissed Wainford. 

As the other’s hand reached for him, Slick saw the flash 
knife and caught the man by the wrist. 
and struggled, and then .. . 

What happened, Slick never knew. Only he felt the man 
gripped in his arms go slack; saw the blood well over the white 
shirt-front. Then he heard Bunny’s voice. 

“Who's there ?” 

Wainford had fallen on his knees, kneeling against him, 
dead man. Slick had no doubt of that. Stooping, he lifted him 
carried him to the sofa and sat him in the corner, jamming a hat 
upon his head. 

“Who is that man?” 

Bunny was standing in the doorway leading to her bedroom. 
she wore a dressing-gown, hurriedly fastened, over her night 
clothes. 

Slick looked up stupidly. 

| Euiloiie. Old friend of mine. We met after separation 
of years. Doesn’t speak very much,” he said, with grim humour, 
“ He’ll never say anything—or do-anything to hurt you, Bunny,” 

Bunny rang the bell. 

“Tha’s allright . . .” Slick’s voice was thick and drunken, 
He was talking to the dead man, lolling, his arm supporting, 
“ T’ve been telling her a lot of lies, old boy, and I’ve come back to 
apologise. All right, Bunny.” 

He put a hand under the arm of the inanimate thing and lifted 
it. It was grotesquely alive, {stupidly drunken. He dragged it as 
he walked unsteadily with his burden to the doorway. 

“ Goo’-night, Bunny, always a perfect gennleman.” 

Outside the fog was thicker than ever. He could cross the 
road, and there was a parapet that divided him from the river, 
where a dead man might drop quietly out of sight and be no more 
seen by him. 

He heard a splash, and then the chiming of Big Ben as it 
struck twelve. | 

“Merry Christmas!” | 

He waved his hand towards where Bunny sat weeping ina 
room somewhere at the back of the fog. 
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For a second they swayed 


ee 
— 


HE Rees-Mace receives English and Foreign «@ 

stations even as you carry it about! Take it 

with you from room to room—in your car, anywhere— 
and enjoy the programmes from England, France, Germany, 
or Holland at the touch of a button. Perfect reproduction 
in full pure volume is obtained from the patented cone Loud 
Speaker built into the set. 


The Rees-Mace was the first self-contained wireless 
set manufactured and marketed in Great Britain. 
It is the set of the future—no aerial, no earth, no 
outside wires of any kind. 


A simple throw-over switch enables you to tune from 200 to 
2,000 metres, thus covering all European broadcasting stations 
Super-capacity batteries 
are also used ensuring a minimum cost of upkeep and trouble. 


THE MOST CONVINCING TEST 


A demonstration will willingly be given in your own office, your 
home, or in your car. ’Phone Mayfair 3758, or call at our show- 
rooms, where you can see and hear our various models and take 
one away with you, playing as you go. 


MeREES-MACE 


Portable Wireless Set 


THE REES-MACE MANUFACTURING CO., LTD., 39a Welbeck Street, London, W.1 
And REES-RADIO, 46 Rue Pierre, Charron, Paris. Oe eal 


XXX 


No. 1378A, NOVEMBER 25, 1927) : THE TATLER 


\ | GENUINE ANTIQUE 
FURNITURE 


Abridged CATALOGUE 7s. post free 


Old Chippen- 
dale upright 
MIRROR 


Built for Endurance and Fitted for Ber 
your Comfort. 


O detail that can augment the comfort of the 

passengers has been omitted from Humber Cars. 
In addition the fitting puts them definitely in the 
luxury class though the price of only one of the models 
reaches four figures. 


Write for Catalogue of all HUMBER LIMITED, 
current models and prices. COVENTRY. 


LONDON: 
West End Showrooms: 


94. New Bond Street. W.1. 


Export Branc’ Office: 
32, Holborn Viaduct, F.C.1. 


Repair Works & Service Dehot: 
Canterbury Road, Kilburn, N.W.0. 


IVEE ond 


Power! || ~ HARRIS , 


Crossley Six. It is the 
smoothest, most flexible 


car of its type ever built. 
Perfectly silent, vibration- 
less at all speeds. From lg ois 


3 to nearly 70 m.p.h. on 
top. Takes everything in 
its stride. Maintains the 
highest average of any car 
of itstype. 

The 20.9 h.p. Crossley 
Six must be tried to be 
appreciated. Every facility 
for trial and inspection 
gladly given. 


The 20.9, 


Catalogue 
on 
\ application. 


Late XVIIth century 
marquelerie CASKET 
of DRAWERS on a 


Touring Ca iG 5 Hs 
pouring Car. ‘: 2615 William and Mary 
Saloon de luxe ** 8795 walnutwood stand. 


Enclosed Limousine £875 
Enclosed Landaulette £895 


Crossley Motors Ltd., M 
lanchester, 
and 20, Conduit Street, eae Wi. 


44 to 52, New Oxford Street, 
LONDON : : W.C.1 


xxxi 


THE TATLER 


A Theatrical Index—continued. 
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have been written by Barrie and illustrated by Hugh Thompson 

Jean Cadell must have been thankful to get a chance of show;,, 

what she could do as a female who wasn’t a freak. 
Late-comers.—Still going strong. The best specimen last year 


Wing 


the Lyceum the face that launched a thousand films. Miss was the couple who got into its seats just in time to get 
Frederick’s acting as Madame X. was distinctly screeny, but it again for “God Save the King.” 
possessed a largeness and a grandeur refreshing in these days Lindo, Olga.—The only actress who was put up as a prize i 


of histrionic minutiz. 


a lottery last year. As much as anyone, she helped to make 


Gunman, The Shadow of A.—One of the finest plays of the year. The Wolves a howling success. 


Being Irish, Mr. Sean O’Casey cannot rank 
as the most interesting living English play- 
wright, but he is certainly the most interesting 
playwright living in England. 

Harker, Gordon. — Nobody will be more 
surprised than Mr. Gordon Harker to find 
himself in this catalogue. But for the five 
minutes he stayed on the stage in The 
Combined Maze he gave such a marvellously 
true performance as a_ lower-middle-class 
father that it was worth all the performances 
of most of the stars in London put together. 

Herring.—The one-eyed variety formed the 
basis of a mystery -play at Wyndham’s in 
which, however, the red variety had most 
to do. 

Howes, Bobby.—The latest arrival among 
English comedians. On a first night at the 
Prince of Wales’s Theatre he made such a 


hit that he actually stopped The Blue Train—no small 
achievement. If used as a separate turn, his winter- 


of a music-hall manager for a couple of incarnations. 


Malleson, Miles.—The dramatic enfant terri), 
of 1927. If they discuss things like this jy 
the Fanatics’ attics, what must they tj 
about in the basement ? 

Maude, Cyril—Said farewell to the footlights 
in The Wicked Earl. It was, alas, a shor 
farewell to all his greatness. The play was 
so poor that the footlights have every Tight 
to demand a second leave-taking. 

Milne, A. A.—This well-known humours 
distinguished himself by questioning the 
reliability of dramatic critics because, whe 
The Village was produced at the Royalty, 
ninety-nine of them said one thing, and ope 
of them said another. The public endorsed 
the verdict of the ninety-nine, and the editor 

announced that this correspondence must now close, 

Mother-love.—Still a sure card in the West End, although 
it suffered a slight set-back at the St. Martin’s, Why 
did no enterprising editor prevail on Sir James Barrie to 
write a criticism of The Silver Cord ? 
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the hit of the Russian Ballet season. It almost made 


sport acrobatics should enable him to get a contract out | il Muscles.—Serge Lifar’s display of these in The Cat was 


Idols, Matinée—These seem to be on the wane. 


But 


one wish that an evening costume could be deyised 


perhaps Carl Brisson receives more applause than which would enable our splendid youth to appear in the 


anybody else when he enters the stalls on a first night. 


He gets a cheer for every dimple. 


Kingsway.—An unusual place for a Marigold, but clearly 


stalls with bare arms and shoulders. 
Neck-biting.—A delightful exhibition of this exhilarating 
sport was given to the public in Dracula. In other 


congenial soil. This sentimental horsehair play might miss LILY ELSIE plays there was a good deal of backbiting, but this 
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A bright idea for 
a Christmas gift! 


An Aladdin Lamp ! 

what gift could instil a 
greater brightness into the 
home of a recipient? For 
Aladdin light is almost 
daylight, and any of the 
lamps shown not only re- 
veal this remarkable light 
but will also reflect a good 
taste in the choice of a gift. 


An imposing 
model that 
will harmon- 
ise with any 
style of fur- 


Plain Ook ; Aladdin Lamps burn or- 
Plain” Ma- dinary paraffin, they have 
gee an incandescent mantle, 
Card Be and burn without creating 
Twiged Ook smoke, odour or dirt of any 
Tonal kind, and no matter whether 


elt o gas or electric light is in- 
stalled, there is still room 
for at least one Aladdin in 
every home. So choose a 
practical and useful gift this 
Christmas, a gift that will 
revive pleasant memories 
of the giver for years to 
come —an Aladdin Lamp! 
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double Jap silk 
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TABLE LAMP 
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$2 
Oxydised Silver 
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4 in. in hand painted 
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TABLE LAMP 

Al handsome model for 
the dining room. 


Plain Oak - £3 19 6 
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TABLE LAMP 
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in soft colourings, trim- 
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fringe - - £2196 
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with silk bullion fringe 
5 gns. 
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lists of stockists, ge Aladdin Industries Ltd., 417 Aladdin House, 
118 Southwark Street, S.E.1 | West End Showrooms : 48 Morti- 
mer Street (near Oxford Circus), W.1. Paris: 8 rue d’ Aboukir. 
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proved less palatable to the public. It has been suggested that 
there should be an official time-limit for blood-sucking on the 
stage, as there is an official space-limit for film kisses. 

Noel, Le Bon.—Distinguished himself by presenting Marie Tem- 
pest as a heroine of Marquisey Virtue, and created a small 
sensation by demonstrating that even a leading lady in exquisite 
eighteenth-century attire may munch an orange. 

On-Behalfing.—This was once again a regular feature of all the 
first nights on which actors, actresses, authors, managers, and 
backers made speeches. It is now generally agreed that if there 
is no on-behalfing after a first performance, the play won't last a 
month. 

Pantomime.—tThe best pantomime of the year was not seen until 
February. It was Sir Gerald du Maurier’s in Interference. This 
play topped the list for coincidences, but it proved that there is still 
nothing the public loves more than a big scene in a bed-room be- 
tween two stars, with one of them bent on recovering ‘the papers.” 

Postbonements.—A new record was set up by the management of 
White Birds, which postponed production time after time, but 
one time too few. 

Punishment, Capital.— This was summarily executed at the 
Elephant and Castle on Mr. Douglas Carlile in Maria Marten, 
or the Murder in the Red Barn, and at the Hammersmith Lyric 
on Miss Miriam Lewes in When Crummles Played, an inten- 
tionally hybrid production which evoked much laughter by 
dancing hornpipes to hymn tunes. Miss Gladys Cooper happily 
escaped the hangman’s noose by the skin of her lovely teeth in 
Mr. Maugham’s first-class gripper entitled The Letter. 

Revivals.—More interesting, perhaps, than the revivals of plays 
were the revivals of actresses. The Prince of Wales’ Theatre 
revived Miss Lily Elsie, the Duke of York’s Theatre revived 
Miss Mabel Russell, the Provinces revived Miss Zena Dare. 
And they all look as young to-day as they did yesterday. 

Rose, Abie’s Irish.—But London’s English didn’t. 

Strindberg.—The highbrow favourite of the year. After The Spook 
Sonata had mystified even its staunchest admirers, including 
Bernard Shaw, The Father made such a hit in Hampstead that 
it migrated to the Savoy. Mr. Robert Loraine’s performance in 
this masterpiece raised his stock several points. 
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SAFETY RAZOR 


A Man’s Best 
Xmas Gift 


Badger Shaving Brush, three Blades 
With one Blade as 


Manufactured by 


53, PALL MALL, S.W.1 
Factory : Acton, London, W 


A MAN’S gift is most difficult to choose. Give him something 
he has always wanted ....a Real Safety Razor. 
The Wilkinson Safety Razor (improved model 28) has 
lasting hollow-ground blades forged from the World-famous 
Wilkinson Steel. The improved combined Honing and 
a : Stropping Machine contained in this set 
enables these blades to be kept in perfect 
shaving condition. Its new rocking blade 
holder ensures the fine edge of the blade 
coming flat and truly in contact with the 
strop, with that light but firm biting touch 
hitherto only obtained by the skilled hand. 


SOLD EVERYWHERE 


Travelling Sets with improved Honing and Stropping Moin 
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Strong Languwage.— This is still on the up-grade, but invention 
begins to wane. -“ Blasted” and “bloody” are now a mere 
ripple on the surface of the waters. “Lousy” is becoming 
vieux jeu. Even when one character calls another “ You lop. 
sided lug-worm” (see The Wolves), nobody in the stalls turns 
even a peroxide hair. Perhaps the real sensation of the year 
was provided in Fresh Fruit, when one of the dramatjs 
persone actually had the brass to say: “ Well, I’m sugared!” 

Sullen, Mrs.—Few events were more welcome than the restoration 
to the Restoration of Miss Edith Evans. Her performance ag 
Mrs. Sullen in The Beaux Stratagem was another miracle of 
immaculate comedy. As one critic wrote: “Miss Evans under. 
stands that a word is a live thing, that it has a pulse, and that 
by its delicate movement it may stir the lips as a caught bird 
stirs the hand.’”’ (Guess the critic.) 

Taylor, Valerie——An exotic plant who seems likely to produce a 
fine flower. She had a quiet year, On Approval making demands 
on most of her time but little of her talent. 

Thorndike, The.—Began and ended the year in Shakespeare, 
enlisting once again, in the most disinterested and public-spirited 
style, under the banner of Lilian Baylis. Famous actresses are 
always helping the Old Vic. nowadays. It still remains to be 
seen which will be the first to make a melodramatic splash at 
the Elephant and Castle. 

Tutte, Cost Fan.— One of the most delightful productions of the year, 
Indeed, this Mozart chef d’eurve was by far the best of all the 
musical comedies presented, and even if the four principal parts had 
been taken by June and Miss Phyllis Dare and Mr. Jack Melford 
and Mr. George Graves, they couldn’t have been better done, 

Virtue.—At low ebb. Not one play was presented in which the 
hero was a non-smoker and total abstainer. 

Walls, Tom.—1927 will be remembered by him as the year he 
put the Fortune Theatre on the map. 

Zummat.—That this is one of the cleanest, healthiest, and most 
wholesome words in the English language was once again 
demonstrated by Mr. Eden Phillpotts in Yellow Sands at the 
Haymarket. The Blue Comet, another play by the same author, 
did not exhibit him in his best light as a dialectician. [oth on 
the stage and off, this comet failed to make a hit. 


SEVEN 
HOLLOW - GROUND 


BLADES 


Standard Set No. 121.—Complete with seven lasting 
full Hollow-Ground Blades and improved Honing an 


Stropping Machine in handsome polished 

ak Case ae uf os ae 42 a 
Sets as above with three and one Blades, 27/6 and 
21/- respectively. 


. 30]- 


THE WILKINSON SWORD CO., LTD,, No. 120.—Contents as 


es yi but ee Gold- 
plated fittings 
- 63/- 


ivory handles 
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FOR USE AND BEAUTY LET HER PRESENT BE—A BOX OF STOCKINGS 


Gorringes specialize in stockings 


W. 530 

French Pure Silk Stock- 
ings, medium weight, fully 
fashioned, with Lisle tops 
and feet, dainty Lace 
Clocks, in a variety of 
shades, including Maures- 
que, Nude, Beige, Sunburn, 
Beaver, Mauvette, Black, 
or White. 


Price per pair, 9/ Eh 


3 pairs in fancy box, 29/- 


A PES oy, EIS Ge 
‘ ¢ Ss> 2 “ip Go. 
ad vee Ss RG 


When orcering by post, please 

enclose remittance or leading 

business fouse reference. A 

complete Catalogue of all 

the many varieties of hosiery 

stocked by Gorringes may be 
had on request. 


WV. 700 

The new “Twin Heel,” the 
latest “Kayser” Stocking. 
Tapering twin points on either 
side of the heel to emphasize 
natural lines and shadows and 
Ind a yet more graceful slim- 
ness to the ankle. : 


Clear Chiffon, fully fashioned, 
pure dye, all silk from top 
‘0 toe—these Stockings keep 
their sheen and shapeliness for 
months; they are long-lived as 
Well as lovely. 


Ih the following fashionable 
shades : Platinum, French Grey, 
‘auvette, Light or Dark Nude, 
tht or Dark Beige, Bois-de- 


ose, Flesh Char ye ) V 
sia OT 
Ir Bi > gne, Bea ex 


Price per pair, 13/9 


3 pairs in fancy box, 40/- 


W. 580 


Gorringes “Shalimar” Stockings. These are guaran- 
teed against every phase of laddering for two months 
from date of purchase. The thousands of pairs that 
we have already sold have proved most reliable, but 
if any pair does fail to give satisfaction it will be 


replaced FREE. 


“Shalimar” Ladderproof Stockings have 26-inch length 
of Pure Silk, coming well over the knee as the 
photograph shows, with Lisle feet, spliced heels, and 
garter tops. 

In all the newest colours: Rose, Beige, French Nude, 


Toast, Pongee, Bobolink, Sheepskin, Sahara, Sunburn, 
Blush, Crash, Banana, Lilac, and Woodland Rose, Black, 


or White. 
3 pairs in fancy box, 20/- Per pair, 6/ eA 


GORRINGES 


Buckingham Palace Re S .W.1. 


Frederick Gorringe Ltd. 


here are five certain favourites 


W. 540 


Noted C.1.D. Stockings, 
made of the best quality 
Pure Silk throughout, fully 
fashioned, with Lace 
Clocks. A perfect fitting 
stocking, and very durable. 
Colours : Gunmetal, Nude, 
Mauvette, Beaver, Beige, 
Light or Dark Grey, Coat- 
ing, Putty, Black or White. 


Per pair, 14/ 6 


3 pairs in fancy box, 42/- 
F ‘9° . = Tes = 
Lyd 


Gorringes will pay the postage 

on these stockings to any part 

of Great Britain. Gift Boxes 

may, if desired, be sent direct 

from Gorringes to any 

address, with the donor’s card 
enclosed. 


W. 680 


Gorringes “F.G.” Guaranteed 
Silk Stockings. Made of French 
Silk, fully fashioned, with Lace 
Clocks. These Stockings are 
guaranteed to “Stand the Pull” 
without tearing. 


Each guaranteed pair is em- 
broidered with “F.G.” on the 
garter top, and Gorringes under- 
take to REPLACE FREE 
every pair that fails to give 
satisfaction. 


Sizes 83, 9,93, and 10. Colours: 
Light Nude, Banana, Peach, 
Beige, Black Beaver, Sunburn, 
Camel, Fawn, Mauresque, Gun 
Metal, Silver Grey, Light Mole, 
Coating, Flesh, White. 


Price per pair, 12/ 9 


3 pairs in fancy box, 37/6 
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“Antiques — 


the word spells charm and fascination—it has magic 

in it, conjuring up visions of perhaps an old carved 

oak chest battered and worn, mellowed by time to 

a deep rich brown, or a charming jewelled and 

= enamelled gold pendant of the 16th century, or 
maybe an Elizabethan cottage with its oak beams 
overgrown with ivy, the thatched roof green with 
moss, around all of which the human mind is prone 
to weave dreams of romance and mystery. 


Perhaps this is one of the reasons why antiques 
have ever been valued so highly, why people have 
sought so earnestly to possess them. But men and 
women of artistic taste and discernment have 
additionally the knowledge of the superior skill 
and genius of the artists and craftsmen which 
enabled them to produce the works which have so 
inspired the admiration and delight of succeeding 
generations, and which makes the possession of 
these lovely things so desirable. 


Those who have come to appreciate the charm and 
delight of the beautiful creative works of the Old 
Masters would be well repaid by a visit to the 
Company’s Salon, where there are to be seen many 
finely reproduced pieces of Antique jewellery of 
exquisite design unequalled for beauty, quality and 
= workmanship. The Company has specialised in 
the production of artistic jewellery of both antique 
and modern -inspiration for over 50 years, and as 
experts in reproduction and pioneers in this branch 
of the jeweller’s art, can justly claim pre-eminence. 


AKITA PEARLS’ a Specialité 
Write for Complete Catalogue 


k 


PAIRISIAN DIAMOND 
COMPANY LTD 


87-38 BURLINGTON ARCADE 
(BURLINGTON GARDENS END) 


: = —— a —— a 
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INGT in 
FROCKS FOR 
Christmas W ear! 


a Christmas, ute there are 4 
many occasions that dem 

frocks, Netta frocks with ne 
and economy are a delight to the aa 
woman. Always they have that subth 
touch of elegance which places them h 
a category of their own, and—they a 
never expensive. 


_Model No. N1389 
A beautiful Evening Frock in Reorgelt 
trimmed crystal bead fringe. ‘Made jx 
ree rece Pink, Red, Nil, Mine 
0, axe, Pervenche, ‘ a, 
and Black. enche, Royal Blue, White 


PRICE 42 Gns, 


Size: W. (Bust 38 ins., Hips 40 ins., Le: 

shoulder seam to hem front, 40 ins) cae 

made to special measuremients from 5/6 extra, 
according to size. : 


25, 1927 


Ladies are invited to visit our showr 

and inspect the hundreds of beautiful 

models. If unable to call, write for our 

AUTUMN CATALOGUE “A. 30” of ney 
Netta Frocks. 


pe oi a 


Most careful attention is given to Post Orders, ' 
Any garment will be sent post free on approval } 
on receipt of remittance. Money refunded in } 

Jull if not absolutely satisfied, : 


NETT. 


166 VICTORIA STREET 
(four doors from corner of Buckingham Palace Road) 
LONDON 5.W.1 


Telephone: Victoria 1362 


Mes destgneda New Nursery | 


a 


Mugs- - - 1/6 
Handled Beakers 2/- 
Teacups&Saucers 2/- 
Teaplates - 1 
Fruit or Oat- 


E & SMITH L’? 

27, BROMPTON RD. KNIGHTSBRIDGE, LONDON, 5.W5 
Produced in tinest- Staffordshire hvory Ware 
Very moderate in price : 

WRITE FOR ILLUSTRATED PARTICULARS POST FREE 
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420. Drop EES of simple.design 

and medium length, mounted with 

Ciro Pearls in platinette, set with 
scientific Diamonds. 

© per pair. 


63. Selected Ciro 1045. A charmin 


design. Select 
Seay aneteatiee Ciro Pearl, mount- 
scientific 
solid Gold mounts. S otanicedas 


£1 1 Operpair. £1 & Operpair.. 


_ 4009. A new design. Selected Ciro 
Sapphires or Emeralds, realistically © 
mounted in platinette. 4 

£1 1 0 " 


~ 531. Selected Ciro 22. One, two_or 

Pearl, set with scien- three selected Ciro 
tific Diamonds. Pearls, on plain all- 

Gold shank. Gold mount. 

£1 10 £110 


533. Selected Ciro 597. Perfectly cut 
Pearl, set in plati- Ciro Sapphire or 
nette with Ciro Emerald, mounted 
Emeralds. Sapphires, with scientific Dia- 


or Rubies. mondsin platinette- 
Sue a ' Gold shank... ~ 


£110 | 


598. Specimen square 532. A new design. 
ut Ciro Sapphire or Selected Ciro Pearl 
Emerald, mounted set in platinette with 

in platinette. scientific Diamonds. 
Gold shank. Gold shank. 


Ciro Pearls and Jewellery are offerings 
that delight every woman. They are 
gifts of unfailing appropriateness. 


Ciro Jewellery, fashioned by the creators 
of Ciro Pearls, is a realisation of the 
ideal in jewel harmony; individual in 
character and distinctive in treatment. 
The mountings, characterised by grace 
and refinement, are exquisitely wrought 
by master-craftsmen. 


Of Ciro Pearls, which have an estab- 
lished world-wide reputation, as perfect 
replicas of real Oriental pearls, little 
need be said. A Necklet of Ciro Pearls 
is essential to the toilette of every 
well-dressed woman. 


OUR GUARANTEE. 


We will send you, on receipt of One Guineu, a 16-inch Necklet 
of Ciro Pearls, or of any of the articles of Ciro Jewellery 
shown on this page. I: can be worn for a fortnight. If 
it does not give entire satisfaction return it te us and we 
will refund your money in full. 


Write for our illustrated Catalogue No. 8 post free. 


4034. Three selected Ciro Pearls, 
charmingly mounted with scientific 
Diamonds AP chanel border. 


61. Charming Earrings, with perfectly 
matched single Ciro Pearls, on plain 
old mounts. 


£1 1 O per pair. 


x 


~~ eS 


AND 
Obtainable exclusively from the showrooms of 
CIRO PEARLS LTD 
178 REGENT STREET LONDON W. 


48 Otp Bonp Street w. 120 CHEAPSIDE E.C, 
MANCHESTER If ST. ANNS SQUARE. LIVERPOOL 25 CHURCH STREET 
BIRMINGHAM 121 NEW ST. GLASGOW 95 BUCHANAN ST. EDINBURGH (Jenners) 
NEWCASTLE 0/TYNE (Coxons). BRISTOL (J. F. Taylor Ld.) Dustin (Switzers) 


c *2 


Reduced reproduction of the world- 
tenowned Ciro Pearl Necklet, 16 ins. 
long, with Gold clasp. £1 1 0 


Longer Necklets at proportionate 
prices. 


474. Selected Ciro 94. Selected Ciro 
Pearls, mounted Pearls on platinette 
in platinette, set chain. 
with scientific £1 1. O per pair. 
isc eee 
il either r 
1 0 per eee nnptevced ears. 
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MATERNITY 


GOWNS —SMART 
EVENING MODELS 


REASURE Maternity Gowns for evening 

wear have been designed to achieve the 
smartest and most graceful lines while maintaining 
their comfort and simplicity of adjustment. The 
wearer can easily arrange the adjustments to her 
own requirements without interfering with the 
graceful effect of the gown. 


MODEL No. 2455. 


Charming Evening Maternity Gown in Georgette, 
with pretty dull tinsel trimming, giving long 
lines down the front and back. In a variety 
of delightful new colours such as Coral, Wedg- 
wood, Lilac, Pale Pink, Flame, Black and other 
shades. 


PRICE 5 GNS. 


IF YOU ARE UNABLE TO CALL WRITE for Catalogue 
“M1,” which illustrates all our charming new Maternity 
berets and other Maternity wear. 


INVALUABLE ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUES 
Sent Free on Request in Plain Envelopes. 
: M.1. Maternity Wear (Gowns, Coats, Belts, etc.). : 
: A. 1. Everything for the Event (Cots, Baths, : 
: Layettes, Accouchement Requisites). 3 
: B. 1. Everything Baby needs from 3 to 12 : 
: months (Cribs, Play Pens, High Chairs, : 
etc.). : 
: C. 1. Everything Kiddies need from 1 to 3 years. : 
: D.1, Everything for Children from 3 to about : 
Pd 
X.1 


7 years. 
. Baby Carriages (Pram Rugs, etc.). 
. Chilprufe for Children. 


(CBignn’ 's) 


You will find in every Confectioners Shop 
a large range of 


-Mackinlosh’s Toffee e Chocolates 


(IN DECORATED TINS AND FANCY BOXES) 


lo See— 


Ask particulary 
BOUQUET CHOCOLATES 


in the delightful Satin Top Boxes I1b x 2]bs—and 


ackintoshs 


Christmas Assortment 


18 VARIETIES OF TOFFEES, CHOCOLATES ETC. 
ss Mackintoshs jor oe Ome elie 
£2 eS ‘ DOLL DERIEEEMED 


Agents for Harringtons Sanne 


Treasure Cot C°f 


Specialists in Everything for Mother and Baby. 


(Dept. U.Z.23), 103, OXFORD STREET, LONDON, W.1. 


Showrooms Ist & 2nd Floors (Lift), NEARLY opposite Bourne & Hollingsworth’s, 
LADY ASSISTANTS ONLY. 


d 
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Vd SLA ERA TA SE ELA ESE PAO ENG LO ol EO By 


ao 


make tla real 
CHRI STMAS DI “DE-LUXE 


— geve hem 


S. NEDWED 


22, SLOANE STREET, KNIGHTSBRIDGE, 


ouquel— 
“Meres Rosemary thats Yor Remembrance 
aad (heres Pansies for Thoughls~ 
— Shchesewe — 


JOHN MACKINTOSH 


& SONS LTO. 


LONDON, S.W.1 


"Phone : 
SLOANE 4101. 


Specialists in 
Classical Tailor- 
mades. 


Ladies desirous of 
a perfectly tailored 
costume should 
visit S. Nedwed. 
This smart cos- 
tume is made of 
a black cloth coat 
and a grey and 
black striped skirt. 


a 


4 
v4 
in| 
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which afforded the most 
pleasure came from —_ 


MORNY 


201. REGENT ST., LONDON. W.1. 


hoe Le CSFontaisie' 


Coffiet Ee) MORNY QVJoilet Luxury Produets 


The Morny “Six-Products” Coffret 


Gold canvas-embossed or gold edged antique brown coverings. Size, 72 in. X 5 in. X 23 im. 


| A Stoppered Crystal Bottle of A Tablet (toilet size) of Savon de 


| Perfume (2 0z.). Toilette, in Carton. 
I A Standard size Carton of Com- A Gilt-Capped Jar of Vanishing 
| plexion Powder. Cream. 
A Patent Sifter Box (for handbag) Bath Salt Tablets (4) in ribbon 
of Complexion Powder. tied packet. 


| Tae os aaa MICe 25/6 


A “Four-Miniature-Products” Coffret of ‘‘ Fantaisie’? Products 
is also issued containing Perfume, Complexion Powder 
(loose), a Gilt-Cased Compact and a Refill at - - - 15 / 6 


From your usual retailer, or direct 
(enclosing amount and postage) from 
MORNY FRERES, LTD. 


et 


IN 


WU TL NAIA 


€ 


LAN 


———> 
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In Infancy. 


In Infancy Benger’s Food does much to lighten 
the anxious, happy task of motherhood. 
When mother is unable to nurse baby, the best 


food is fresh cows’ milk, suitably modified. Every 
day Benget’s proves itself to be one of the best of 
all milk modifiers. It adjusts the milk to the infant’s 
digestive powers. 

Benger’s Food when prepared according to the 
directions, or as ordered by the Doctor, provides 
all the nourishment needed. 


Dr. V. J. G. states : ‘‘ My own three children, who could not be breast- 
fed, were unable to take the modified cows’ milk, but all thrived 
on Benger’s Food from birth until the end of the eighth month.” 


Sold by Chemists everywhere, in tins of various sizes. 
Mothers who are nursing will find a mine of valuable 
information in the Benger's Food Booklet, post free from 


BENGER’S FOOD, LTD., Otter Works, MANCHESTER. 
NEW YORK (U.S.A.) : 90, Beekman Street. SYDNEY (N.S.W.) : 350, George Street. 
CAPE Town (S8.A.) P.O. Box 573. 


QO SS mw 
SS — f: 


Make certain that 
the Celes Regd. 
ic 


nhame on 


every garment. 


PURE SILK 


Se = SOS BEES 
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Marmalade 
“The flristocrat 
Breakfart Table.” 


—S> 
BS SSS =S ———} 
Chivers’ O] a Marmalade of distinction, It 
is made of the choicest Seville oranges and refined sugar 
only, by a special process which preserves to the full the 
valuable tonic properties and appetising flavour of the fruit, 


Chivers’ Mincemeat 


Made from selected ingredients in accordance with 
a famous recipe, it keeps up the old tradition of 
home-made perfection. 


Chivers’ Plum Puddings 


An English delicacy that is worthy of the spirit of 
English Christmas. Everything about it is of the 
highest quality. 


CHIVERS & SONS, LTD., The Orchard Factory, Histon, Cambridge, 


Ve 
MATERNITY GOWNS, fe 
COATS and CORSETS / 


Ready to wear or made to measure. 


Illustrated Price List on Request. 


Large Range of Smart*Models from 
£3.15.6 


ELIGHTFULLY 
dainty Petal Gown, 
carried out in georg- 

ette or chiffon, has the un- 
even hemline and fine pin 
tucks which add to its 
youthful attraction: in all 
the newest pastel shades, 
also black. 


From 83 Guineas. 


FURS, OVERBLOUSES, 
LINGERIE, JUMPER SUITS 


XMAS GIFTS 


Pure Silk Stockings and Sports 
Hose from 5/11 


Hunting Veils and Stocks, Hand- 
kerchiefs, gloves, and Dainty 
Etceteras sent on approval, post 


free. 
Richard Sands @& Co., 


187a, 188a, 189a, Sloane Street, London, S.W-1. 


Telephone: Sloane 5134 & 5135 + 
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The exquisite charm of 
True-to-Nature White Hair Postiche 


The above pictures speak for themselves, showing 
the exquisite charm of a coiffure obtained by using 
a True-to-Nature” White Hair Transformation. 


The fact that we have at our command the largest 
stock of natural white hair in the country enables us 
to match growing hair with such precision that it 
would defy anyone to tell the difference. 


The lightness of these Transformations is another 
feature which has gained them special favour. 


Complete Transformations .... from 18 Guineas 
Semi- Transformations a LS A 
Wavelets... ie aaa me: 3 s 


The pinnacie of perfection in Permanent Waving has been reached by the Stewart Steam Method. 


TEWART 


The Leading Hair Specialist. 
Posticheur and Permanent Waver. 


80, NEW BOND ST., LONDON, W.1; 225, REGENT ST., LONDON, W.1 


’Phone: Mayfair 0724 


122, Princes Street, 78, Buchanan Street, 
Edinburgh Glasgow 


*Phone: Mayfair 5761 


82, Union Street, 12, Reform Street, 


Glasgow. Dundee 
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“DUPLEX” 
DRESSING 
CASE 


| You need not 
Lady Se 


look old 


Unless you WISH to become 
lined and old-looking there jg 
no need for you to do go, 


Mme. Eve’s Scientific Exercises have been 
PROVED to remove wrinkles and double chin 


and to restore the youthful contours of the face, 


“Che lines from nose to mouth have vanished.” 

“Double chin has disappeared altogether.” 

“Che results were marvellous.” 

“Deep lines between my eyes vanished altogether.” 

“Iy face has regained the softness and roundness of youth.” 

Chese are quotations from letters, selected at random from the 
scores received daily from delighted clients. 

Ame. Eve’s method is warmly recommended by the Medical 
Profession. 


This beautiful travelling case, by Cartier, is designed for 
general utility in the smallest space ; serves as a dressing 
table when travelling, and has, in addition, an empty com- 
partment underneath. This is a gift to delight a lady. 
At Cartier you find enchanting choice of precious jewellery ; 
pieces for all purposes in gold, porcelain, bronze, or fine 
leathers. Gifts with the Cartier cachet at prices from a guinea. 


Cotiors 
NEW DEPARTMENT FIRST FLOOR=— 
175-6 NEW BOND STREET, LONDON. W. 1. 


I Call, write or ’phone for new booklet | 
L giving full particulars. 


Mme. ELISABETH EVE, 


ARCADE HOUSE (DEPT. 1), 
27, OLD BOND ST., W.1. 


IH 


—- "Phone: Gerrard 1712. 
STM ee 
THE ONLY 
"riskmas 6 / BREAST Sls PORTE 
(Reed. Design.) White, ! < se, materi 
ihc 2 = 
LADIES’ CHUBBY GENTS’ Pc eae 


UMBRELLAS UMBRELLAS 
Lhe “ CUNLIFFE ” a 


- For bathing or during 
ys mate me rubber or 
waterproof, from 

25/6 
Reliable White Net, 

. from 
WOMEN should wear JOUJOU Breast Sup- 
porter for Bathing or Swimming to improv 
their figures; it is ugly and distasteful to # 
breasts exposed to a great deal of fatigue and 
pain. PARENTS! Take care of your siti 
figures. Middle-aged Women are in sre 
danger if their breasts are not supported, With 
or without corsets JOUJOU Breast Supportet 
is purposely invented to wear from early ages. 
Wear while sleeping and during illness. Pre- 
vents breasts from becoming heavy and loo 
However small or large, the bust needssuppott 
Also guards against Cancer, Pain and Tumour 


Further Quotation from one of mally 
testimonials and letters of thanks: 
‘‘ JOUJOU Breast Supporter sent meas 
a gift is more to me than any valuable 
present. My health and appearance 
are much improved. Thank you for 


Exclusive 


#/ ENGLISH CARNATION 
Perfume- aaa 


Orders guaranteed immediately execute iy 
Perfume 1/6, 3/6, 5/- and upwards. Wi return post. Free Illustrated Cire only ai 
pe : f Vith satisfactory, money refunded in Me™ Tt, 
se also Carnation Beauty Powder, Toilet Soap, i either receipt of goods by return post. Personal’ 
etc. Obtainable at high-class Chemists and 45/- Vay silver or when calling, or send your order. 
Stores (including Lewis & Burrows, Harrods, In black 26/- 38/6 gold- ere Ra aie measurement 
Barkers, Marshall & Snelgrove's, ete.), if you and all 38/6 5 25/- 42 plated ease'state busta) Ca 
insist upon the genuine perfume. - colours. Stick Umbrella ™ mounts, JOUJOU CORSETS, BELTS. oi 


28/6 Pron 50/- Prices vary in reshect to wile rE if 
0 4 " Post Free only in U.K. Obtained only 
ur Catalogue S, 13 contains many illustrations of beautiful Umbrellas suitable for Christmas 2 7 
presents. Write for it now. eae ce JOUJOU ” Co. Dept 3 
49, BAKER STREET, LONDON © 


Seen JAMES SMITH & SONS _ | |-22:20sit steer tote 


the World, 53 & 53a, NEW OXFORD ST., LONDON, W.C.1 BIJOU EDITIONS. india 
HAYWARD’S HEATH, SUSSEX Telegrams: ‘‘ Singlestick, Westcent, London.” Telephone: Museum 4731. Size: 24 ins. x 1% ne ee e vim 
i ,., Makers of Sports Shooting Seats, Golf Umbrellas, Walking Sticks, Sword Sticks, “ble Warehouse) +1"* 
LL # | H's) Combined Stick and Umbrellas,” and “Protector Coloured Chubby Umbrellas. FYRE & SPOTTISWOODE (Bite FOd 
ET} * 


h 
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TA TREO! FOR EVERY OCGASION = 


rf M 


She ves an unmistakable impression 
of smartness—always, It is not be- 
cause her clothes are so costly or so 
new, |: is because they fit; they are 
cut we |; they are worn over the right 
found: :on—the right girdle. 


Obvio: sly different occasions and frocks 
call®fo, different girdles. For evening 
wear /1e smart woman likes supple 
lines— ‘he more supple the better. 


If she is slim she will choose the side- 
hooked Girdle in Broché with Knitted 
Elastic hip sections, as illustrated at the 
top. | izhtly boned, this girdle supports 
the slim figure and provides the neces- 
sary hose supporters. 

If she is of medium figure she will 
choose a girdle which moulds slightly 
according to the prevailing silhouette ; 
the model in the centre has satin front 
and panels with Treotone Webbing. 


If she is inclined to be heavy she will 
choose a model which moulds the figure 
into a more slender line; the topless 
girdle at the bottom is specially designed 
for the figure with full hips. 


TKIk@ 


ORIGINAls CREATIONS 


Obtainable from all leading stores. ues 
If any difficulty write to — Style No. 306 Price 49/6 


a DISTRIBUTING CORPORATION (London) LTD.., 
4-322, Regent Stveet, London, W.1 (Wholesale only). 
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BOND STREET 


CORNER OF BROOK ST. 


Two Charming Models 


from a choice of 
Evening Wear 


Fashion’s interpretation of cor- 
rect evening wear is revealed in 
this charming Evening Coat, 
completed in metal tissue, 
woven in a floral design of 


The skill of a master designer is 
portrayed in this lovely Georgette 
Dance Frock, chosen from our huge 
range. The distinctive cut is en- 
hanced by the fine lace trimming 
which tones exactly. This charin- many colours, and lined with 
ing frock is mounted over a dainty Chiffon Velveteen to tone. It is 


slip of own material available in such 
and is available in 1 delightful shades 1 
Beige, Dawn, Char- as Lupin Blue, 
treuse and Black. ~ — vue sia and aes 
Almond. 
price GNS 2 sees’ GNS “WF 2 


Many an afternoon or morning can be spent in a walk round our 
showrooms, where every courtesy will be extended you. But, of course, 
you're not obliged to purchase. 


a Mnaccccccnccccesescccssecessssesscsssseeeseseseeeeeeseneeeeeeeeeeensrnnnsseeeseeneeenenseneeeeneeeeesaersseenesenens 
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Father Christmas’; 
CIRCUS! 


COMES TO TOWN ® 


From Park Lane to Palmers Green, in the Shires 
and the Suburbs, and all our best known Schools 
and Colleges, Boys and Girls will welcome the 
news. There has never been anything like it in 


London. Make Plans Now for YOUR Visit. 


For Christmas Presents 


Madame Inglis has at her salon 
in Regent Street the mos de- 
lightful selection of rest gowns, 
wraps and distinctive lingerie of 
every description. She also is a 
specialist in corsetry and hosiery. 


SERIE ——1 | 316 & 318 REGENT STREET 
Bigger and Better than Ever! “The First Street in Europe” 


Besides the Circus which will be the talk of London, there’s Doll LONDON. W.1 
Town, and the Wonderful Dolls’ Hospital. There’s the Kiddies Telephone : Mayfair. 5701 i Near Queenteieal 


Motor Show extended for Christmas Season ; Railway Land, Jungles, ( 
the Zoo, Mystery and Magic ; Wonder Crackers. Literally Miles of ‘ 


Seasonable Gift Counters—and above all a 


SANTA CLAUS HIMSELF r 
FE SUBSCRIPTION RATES ORDER FORM 
GAMA of THE TATLER To THE PUBLISHER OF 
Bish besos HES a = The Tatler, 
Twelve Six a 6 Great New Sr 
e . hs > ee :pon, E.C. 

h f Pefeeiy |etosing) pepe, | months he th 
ristmas Catalogue | | i ei Bee | mse sna me sie tn a 
Nos. Nos, Fore ees months, commenoins 
tells you all about it. Over 200 Pages of Gorgeous Colour and Gift AN oath tie issue off rn 


Ar Home ...|£3 3s. 0d./£1 lls. 6d. 15s. 9d. 


Inspiration, expensively printed in Colour and Photogravure. Regular 
Readers of “The Tatler” should apply early for a Copy of this 
wonderful Gift Book. Canapa _.../£3 Os. 8d./£1 10s. Ad. 158: 2d. Namen See ee ee 


a Address__— rrr 


A. W. GAMAGE, Ltd., HOLBORN | | ize s1ssaffrsssvajies. oa, | 44" 
LONDON, E.C.1 
City Branch for Téys & Gifts: 107, CHEAPSIDE 


for which I enclose__—______ 
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HE position which 
$5 Bradleys occupy 

in the world of 
fashion has been achieved, 
to a very large extent, 
through the recommenda- 
tions of their continually 
increasing numbers of satis- 
fied customers. 
Their premises in Chepstow 
Place have been extended 
to provide new Salons, addi- 
tional cold storage chambers 
for furs, new and larger 
workrooms, ett., so that to- 
day Bradleys are enabled to 
render a service to the well- 
dressed woman which may 
be justly described as unique. 
The very latest Paris 
Models, as well as exclusive 
“ Bradley ”’ creations, are 
displayed in their Salons, 
and in addition there mcy 
be seen in each section of the 
House a wide and varied 
range of inexpensive gar- 
ments which are ready for 
immediate wear. 


Bradleys’ reputation for the 
“finest value in finest furs” 
is Rnown throughout the 
world, and this policy of 
providing the best of every- 
thing in its particular class 
is reflected throughout their 
House. 


ras) 


\ 
‘AERATOR! 


a Bi: 
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BRADLEYS — The House of Models 


i 
f 
i 
a 
F 
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a Furs, Tailor Suits, Wraps and Coats, 
Sees Pee OI EO OLA OALS, 


Gowns, Millinery, Jumpers, Lingerie. 
ae ee oo DOES) Bene. 


Chepstow Placel? 
London, We, 


PARK 1200 


Ten minutes’ Taxi from the Hyde Park Hotel. 
t b 


THE TATLER (No. 13784, Novemser 25, 1927 


ARCHIBALD RAMSDEN 


PIANOFORTE MERCHANTS LTD. 


Established 1864. 


65, Wigmore St., 


LONDON 


12, Park Row, 


LEEDS 


“Gramornonss| = PIANOS 


Beene ee ia Set Se :- (BY ALL THE BES MAKERS] 23.000 5.. oe5.... 


Branches at SCARBOROUGH, DONCASTER, DARLINGTON, MIDDLESBROUGH. 


QUALITY FIRST 
has been the motto of the firm 
since 1797. Young’s Mountain 
Dew possesses a distinctive aroma, 
style and mellowness which have 
secured it a leading position in 
most markets throughout _ the 
world. 


TIS. 


Their Christmas affairs are literally a riot—the house 
is turned upside down and inside out. Last year they 
held a dance—every square inch of room was packed 
—the furniture was bundled out on the lawn—and 
that on a wet night, too. But in spite of all the 
knocking about that furniture looks A.1. Mr. Brown, 
who beams smilingly upon one and all, asserts 
positively—* You can’t harm it—it’s ‘Rexine.’” 


Rese 


nal * 


1834 


The real orig 


Af Sold prior to 


Awarded Grand Prix, 
Brussels, 1926. 


Highest Award, 
Nice, 1927, 


SSSSSusSssssssssssespesesessecssaesceaessessesesseeseessSustesantesesrsassssodassssssscssssssssssscessssassosss 


ESe 


LEATHERCLOTH H , 

i Glasgow London & Liverpool. [ffcataxoet 
is the upholstering material_that looks like leather—that costs 1 HE ic Distillery WE Youncs (0 
and at stain or fade. Your Airnishing Rowe hae caneies ia HH SS Para eh Head Export Office— Younes @@ i 
many grains and colours. H Aberdeenshire. 62 Mark Lane, London, « MOUNTAIN MH |: 
REXINE LTD., 70, Spring Gardens, MANCHESTER. oo eal DEW 

- LONDON: 60, Wilson Street, Finsbury, E.C. (CD) K OP COQ) OOYA IB] assotdpnor 814 
Buy British Goods—Sell British Goods. @17 of = = = r “Hi 


Accuses eseseva susie eseeseseinnssts evieiesistateisnsiatititiiiiiiiini inne i TTT Quality First Since 1797 Sa 
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DAINTY 


No. 1— BOY'S ALL- 
WOOL KNITTED 
SUIT in effective jac- 
quard design. Jersey in 
contrasting colours with 
Plain knickers to tone. 


olours—sixe, fawn, 
Orange, green, sky, 
Sizes suitable for 1 year 
to 5 years, 


Puce 29/~.. 33/6 


No. 2—CHILD'S 
KNITTED SUIT in 
wool with dainty animal 
design on border in con- 
trasting shade. Colours— 
white/ sky, white/ prim- 
rose, white/pink. Sizes 
14 in. and 16 in. in stock: 
other sizes made to order. 


PRICE 
for 


1410 29/6 in. 32/6 


AND 


% y 


If 


/ 
£ 
4 


No. 3—CHILD'S KNITTED 


CARDIGAN in pure alpaca 
yarn. Light in weight, dainty 
lace stitch design, In white, 
lemon, sky,saxe, fawn, cham- 
pagne, almond, rose, helio. 
All sizes from 2 years to 
18 years. 


PRICE 17/6 to 39/6 


according to size. 


ii) 


iP 


No. 4— CHILD'S 
BREECHETTE SUIT. 
In fine wool with attrac- 
tive animal design on 
border, Colours—white/ 
sky, white! pink. 


Sizes 14in. 16 in. 


PRICE 45 /- 49/6 


Other sizes and colours 
made to order. 


BOYS 


No. 5—GIRL’S KNITTED 
DRESS AND KNICKER 
SET. In light-weight wool 
of best quality, embroidered 
at neck, waist and cuffs with 
pretty design in contrasting 
shades. Colours—saxe, fawn, 
dark apricot, biskra, almond. 
Sizes 16 in, to 22 in. 


PRICE for 16 in. 30/- 


Rising 2/6 per size. 


No. 6—GIRL’S DRESS 
AND KNICKER in 
Milanese, _ daintily 
smocked and bound 
with contrasting shade. 
Colours — fawn, saxe, 
beige. Sizes 22 im. to 
26 in. 


PRICE for 22im. 52/6 


Rising 2/6 per size, 


THE TATLER 


SERVICEABLE KNITTED WEAR 
FOR GIRLS & 


No. 7—ATTRACTIVE 
JUMPER SUIT im jac- 
quarddesign. Madeinweol 
and rayon, with pleated 
skirt om Jap silk-top. Co- 
leurs—saxe,, green, cedar, 
fawn, Sizes: 24+ in, to39 im, 


PRICE 45/. to 75/- 


_ according to size, 
Knickers te match 
LQ/LE per pair 


at 


MARSHALL & SNELGROVE 


VERE STREET & 


Debenhams Ltd, 


OXFORD STREET, LONDON, W.1 


No, 13784, Novemser 25, 1927) 


THE TATLER 


Just turn the tap 


Sw ; 


Nii 


\ a ee: 
USSR FINS 


et : 

be OV ioay* 

= <®) OX yO eae 
a> 


ie 


= 


C 


HOT WATER INSTANTLY NIGHT or DAY 


‘CALIFONT 


Write for list or call and see in action 


346-350 EUSTON ROAD LONDON NW .1 


ESTABLISHED 1834 
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RELIABLE FURS 


Intending purchasers of furs are strongly advised to inspect our stock before coming to a final decision, Practically every garment that we offer for sale is 
worked on the premises by our own highly skilled furriers from carefully selected skins. By handling the skins from the raw state we are able to detect and 
reject all inferior pelts and at the same time eliminate all intermediate profit and therefore claim with the utmost confidence that the values we 
offer are absolutely unbeatable. The shapes illustrated are typical examples of the many handsome and becoming models we have now in stock. 


Sent Catalogue 
on | Post 
Approval. ; Free. 


/ Gi N 


To STINCTIVE PERSIAN LAMB FUR COAT, A HANDSOME MODEL FUR COAT, worked from fine quality A LUXURIOUS FUR CAPE worked by our own 
collar of iy be ea ae al Gel with handsome Bavelet Ermine skins, on most becoming lines, collar and cuffs of piebly” pele ae eon pectetly matched 
« dyed fox; lined ric natural Asiatic Marten, lined georgette embossed natural Hudson Bay mink skins, lined brown satin 

98 Gns. 450 Gns. 


aed Ckaiges satin. Price velvet. Price with euibcseed velvet floral pattern. A delightful 
seal dyed musquash and beayer in hair In American ermine Rate, ate eee .. 298 Gns. Wrap for theatre and res- 

In nutri 1 ; from 98Gns.__In natural moleskin and fox... ...  ..  .. from _98Gns,  taurant wear. Price 298 Gns. 

In ible South American, skunk, from 98 Gns. In seal dyed musquash and skunk ... Ao .. from 115 Gns. In moleskin F eet ... from 39 Gns. 

Skin and platinum (white dyed) fox, In natural grey squirrel aid fox ee ows .. from 198 Gns. In sable dyed kolinski ... ... from 275 Gns. 

from 55 Gns. In white coney and champagne dyed flying squirrel, from 59 Gns. In natural grey squirrel «from 125 Gns. 


DEBENHAM & FREEBODY | 


Debenhams Lid. 


WIGMORE STREET & WELBECK STREET, LONDON, W.1 


m™ 
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MAISON 
DAVIES 


13 Lower Grosvenor Place 


LONDON, S.W.1. 


(Near Victoria Station. ) 
Phone sao VICTORIACAZO. 


“ Outsizes, Sowest, London.” 


By Appointment 


.Gdmonds, Orr se 


Juvenile Outfitters, 
103, Wigmore St., & 14, Duke St., Wy 


‘ams © 


(No catalogue 
issued, e 


Hosiery 
of every 
description. 


GOWNS, Ry 
WRAPS ‘S) 
Y 


A selection 
sent on 
approval 
upon 
recetpt of 
London 
trade 
reference. 


AT THE SALONS 
of 


v 


2 
PHYLLIS EARLE y 


OUR first visit to 
the Salons of 
Phyllis Earle will 


: PRICES : 
be a revelation to you 
f h b £ 1 Shampoo - 2/0 
QE © ee oye Waving - - 2/0 Boy’s hand-knitted Jersey, 
roundings in which the with Knickers to match in 
Water Waving - 3/6 oan aieetied i 
highest - art; Of sahait. <5), 5 9 5/6 ee oe ae 
dressing is carried out. Shingleinime. .03/6 
Each perfectly appointed 
salon is a model of 
hygienic beauty and 
scientific equipment. 
‘Il ‘ PERMANENT 
You w appreciate, WAVING 
too, the careful personal Full Head £5 5 0 Here is a good 
attention of the Phyllis Half Heads £303.-0 a 
Earle experts in hair- Side Pieces £1 5 0 Christmas Present 
. e 
dressing. i suggestion 
Those who are looking for a 
Your hair will be dressed in the prevalent mode, Christmas Gift which wil’ serves 
- F : a constant reminder of the kindly 
yet to express your personality ; in entrusting feelings of the giver, will be git 
the care of your hair to such leading exponents to know of the wee es 
of the art you ensure that well-groomed appear- Hinge ae ions aan 
ance of the head which gives a pleasant sense A SWE? HOLDATEEEERE 
of poise. able to everyone who travels—a 
who does not travel nowadays? It's 
capacious, light in weight, aria 
It is our endeavour to make your One will be SENT ON AFT 
lee . ry ‘ it ia 
visits to the Phyllis Earle Salons etwas otter within seven Oy 
pleasurabie, and so ensure your eS Ey yr be returned } 
constant patronage. Made in four sizes, the prices, Pt 
free, are: 
18 in. 17/- 21 ia. Wh 


24 in, 21/9 27 in. o 
if izeli 4-inch on 
1 e is the 2 
Ls Earle Salons The ponalar size ite 
~ general use. 
£3 


A. WATT & SONS; 


AD, 
15, North Audley St. Makers of fine Leather Goods 
2 ce Premises, 
Telephone: Mayfair 3798. Of OE 


London, W. 1. 


32, Dover Street, 
se 3 iS Telephone : Regent 7931. 
The Maison Davies is noted London, W.1 

for exquisite evening gowns. paige sig. 


1, South Saint David strech 
EDINBURGH, Cc. 
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The LOUIS Casket ( 
} GOLDEN FINISH Y 
) containing io N° 555 
) } 12/ 6 


The FLORENTINE 


CASKET sate 3 
. ITALIAN RENAISSANCE DESIGN. 
or ; ; GOLDEN FINISH. ce 

< Ate - : S 

Q ShreeShres |e =s== : containing 150 N?553 ( 
) _ CASKET ea sets EA Me i 4 
° U7? CENTURY PASTORAL PS) eo — AT BH he } ( 

"DESIGN. WOOD-LINED. H es = = E es 

© ‘CONTAINING 100 N?333 
( 


° 


SS 


LES 


2, 


a 


° 


J J 
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O give State Express Cigarettes in one of the many handsome 
Presentation Cabinets or Caskets is to bestow the superlative, and 
to pay a compliment to good taste. And, in giving State Express 
you are offering the best Cigarettes that it is possible to produce— 
Cigarettes that are known the world over to be the acme of perfec- 
tion. There is a State Express Cabinet or Casket at a price to suit 
every pocket. Your tobacconist will be pleased to show you his range. 


STATE XPRESS 


CIGARETTES 


PRESENTATION CABINETS 
AND CASKETS 


Containing 50 State Express 
No. 555 Virginia Cigarettes 
6/- 


The “Lido” Refill Cigarette 
Box, Engraved Metal, 
Antique Finish. 


MANUFACTURED BY ARDATH TOBACCO CO., LTD., LONDON. BRITAIN'S GREATEST HIGH-CLASS CIGARETTE MANUFACTURERS. 
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Give This 


ALBA’ 


Pure Cashmere 


Cardigan 


A better suggestion for a Christmas 
present could hardly be made, 
especially when it is an ‘‘ Alba" 
Real Scotch Knitted Cardigan of 
pure Cashmere, because the Cash- 
mere productions of Scotland are 
unrivalled. 

By giving the Cardigan as a Noél 
gift, one expresses in a subtle way 
one’s appreciation of the good taste 
of the recipient, whilst proving as 
unostentatiously as possible the ex- 
istence of a like quality in the donor. 
Then when the usefulness of an 
‘*Alba’’ Cardigan is considered—its 
functions as an extra winter wrap-— 
its purpose as a light, warm sweater 
for sports wear—its ease and comfort 
for house or golf course—or moor, 
one must be impressed by the suit- 
ability of the ‘‘Alba'' Cardigan as 
a Christmas gift. 

Make your choice of this Cardigan, 
available in colours—Natural, Light 
Grey, Saxe, Nut Brown, Navy, Helio, 
Chamois and Black, and made in 
Cashmere with a touch finer than 
the finest silk—but durable to an 


extraordinary de- 19/6 


gree. 
““Alba"' Cardigans are stocked in a 
profuse range of 30 odd qualities and 
over a hundred colour schemes. Prices 
range from 8/9 to 75/6 each. 


Send to-day for the 
book of *‘Alba"' Wear, 
printed in Colours. 


Price only 


Greensmith 
Downes, Ltd., 


144 George St., 
Edinburgh. 


Bring back the memories 
of bygone Christmas days. 


Tom Smith’s Crackers have been an essential part 
of Christmas festivities ever since they were first made, 


over seventy-five years ago. In those days, Tom 
Smith’s Crackers with their jolly bang and contents of 
caps, toys and masks were the cause of much of the 
fun at the table. To-day, even more so, Tom 
Smith’s Crackers give that final touch of colour and 
completeness that brings back all the old-time revelry 


of Yuletide. 


It wouldn’t have been the same without 


TOM SMITHS 


CHRISTMAS CRACKERS 


Make certain of having Tom Smith’s 
Crackers this Christmas by buying 


them when next you are out shopping. 


How I get Slim and keep Slim 


The New Flesh Reducer, 42]= 
and Baby “ Rub-Away”’ for 
Double Chin and Ankles, 3O]- 


Invented by a noted Swedish Medical 
Gymnast. 


Sold at MISS RUTH ATKINS, 


5, Harewood Place, Hanover Square, 
London, W. 


Mayfair 3077. Crm 


THE SWEDISH 
“RUB-AWAY ” 


And at all other leading houses and beauty 
parlours. 


(BRITISH MANUFACTURE) 
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New season's 
collection for 
morning,  af- 
ternoon, . and 
evening wear, 
now ready for 
inspection. 


A charming 
new model in 
Black Silk Net, 
daintily embroi- 
dered in pink 
and gold. 


8, Motcomb St., 
Belgrave Sq., 
London, S.W.1 


Telephone: 
SLOANE 3916 


pade Scraper’ Inventions 
ad ¥ : 


Spade Boot Scraper with a curve or angle to fit every 
odd corner, 10/3; Brush, on three little feet, 25/6 
or 35/- the pair, carriage paid; Motor Car Scraper, 
4/-; Road Grip Horse Shoes for tarred roads, 6/-2 
set. which should prove a boon to horse owners 
this winter. They are very suitable for hunting. 
Also Unbreakable Stonework Teapots and several 
other useful inventions which will interest you. 
FULL ILLUSTRATED PARTICULARS FROM 


“SPADE SCRAPERS’ (Dept. T), Wappimgham, Toweester. 


ANKLE BEAUTE 


Ladies suffering the 
embarrassment of 
thick, shapeless an- 
kles are invited to 
communicate with— 
Mme. MONTAGUE & 
(Room T.L.X.) 
16, Cambridge St., 
London, S.W.1 


MONEY WON’T BUY HEALTH 
DRINK PURE WATER 


BERKEFELD 


FILTER” 


The standard of perfect water fll ot 


necessity in every home. A real sai 
against water impurilles. 


WRITE FOR BOOXLET. 


Sardinia House, Kingsway, London, We? 
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Hand- Knit 
SHETLAND SHAWLS 


(Direct from the Islands) 


Gee Gus 
ie ve Sragrance | 


rrrerereriritirrirr rrr it iter tri 


BS tiacManceux | | 
HBmcmmter or? 


Here is captured the 
lovely perfume of 
sweet Lilac as found 
in old country gardens. 
One drop on _ the 
handkerchief gives 
delicate fragrance all 
the day. A most 
delightful gift. 


Fg i Lie 


Has the delicacy of 


3/6, 6/-, 10/6, Ns and a sa [stil hes 
These and other Bro 7 


ierm 


= SONI OS NN SONS NYY ISIS NSS 


LONDON -W.S. 


= . ee 


ENNERS make a special feature of Shetland 
Shawls of the best quality, direct from the 
Islands. Made entirely by hand by crofters 

and fisher-folk from island-grown wool, the shawls 

e unequalled for warmth and lightness in weight. 


STYLE C. 
Hand-knitied real SHETLAND SHAWLS in wuire. Ideal for 
infants, being exceptionally soft and light in weight, yet very warm. 


Soo 


and Tuck Boxes 


for your friends at Home and Abroad 


Sizes (square) 52 58 60 63 67 72 74 80 ins, 
PRICES g/11 12/9 14/9 16/6 18/9 21/6 25/6 27/6 
A Xmas Box from Kidd's ! 
A very happy solution to 
your gifting problem. When 


Particulars and Prices of other styles in Moorit (brown), grey, 
eic,, on request. Also hand-knit Shetland Coats for ladtes. 


you think of the good things Box conieiming s— 
made you ‘ll think of the Tim off Shentiinend! es 
E N N E RS pleasure your gift will give. | Phom Pain KS con 
PRINCES STREET, EDINBURGH Every thing made from pure fee ig ean 
Tee Se and wholesome msgredienis Grewal co 
H Jenners pay Carriage. at Kidd’s famous Lytton } Dundee: Rawk. 


Bakery, Dundee, “IE ws eee ptr Cilia: 
L t h 66 e 99 Kidd's it's good. Packed! im Wendkm Bion, 
et the “Great Eight” help You Bose (nexip packed) fro | 16/6 


7/ Ss Camiage paidl im Gieait 
oe. Bhiinim, 
Post Free in Great Britain. ae 


When You Go to Paris. 


e+. g 7 + Ss ®) k a 
T the Paris Offices of “The Illustrated London Whea you bay KIDD'S SHORTBREAD yuu 


know it is freshly made with fimest lbuntet:, “Tipy a tim 


News,” “The Graphic, 3° he pphere;a. The containing 4 Cakes, 4/3 post free im Giestt Biinim. 
ip Sketc ‘h,”? “The ‘Tatler,’ ‘The Bystander,” See : ao 
U se Send order with name and We shail. Plkeeaed! tty send] watt 
Meo. T he Illustrated Spor ting and D ramatic madres. We do the rest. copy af aur iliatralted) pritie lide. 
8, 65 and 67, Avenue des Champs Elysées, VIII’, 


ae is a comfortable Reading-room where eiurent 

fd me copies of all the “Great E ight” publications 

vill al tead. In addition, advice aad information 

a adly be given free of charge on hotels, travel, 
usements, shops, and the despatch of packages to 
countries throughout the world, 


ndrew G. Kidd 


LIMITED 


Dept, X, Lytton Bakery, DUNDEE, SCOTLAND, 


®mQ 
C7] 
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A Rare Budget of Good Things 


THE CHRISTMAS NUMBER 
THE SPHERE 


My “ee | A Frolic 
Merriest Christmas | \ ae In Old Chelsea 
By Yi SK A 
ROSITA FORBES, { « ee Superb Colour Plate 


the famous explorer By 


and writer. F. MATANI A 


A miniature reproduction of the beautiful cover 
depicting an Ancient Minstrel and his Troupe 
(bear and all)—by Millar Watt. 


The whole of the number is full of delightful dishes for Christmas— 


Stories, Poems, Pictures, Plays, Jokes and what-not. 


GRANDMOTHER 
By MAY PROBYN. Illustrated by J. R. SKELTON 


A ROMANCE OF OLD VENICE 
Illustrated by WALLCOUSINS 


CINDERELLA’S FIRST BOW 
Illustrated by GLADYS REES 


SUSAN SIBBALD’S ADVENTURES 
Illustrated by C. E. BROCK 


Here are a few: 


FROM THE MOTHER'S ARMS 
TO, THE. DUST SHOVEL 
Illustrated by WYNDHAM PAYNE 


MR. JORROCKS DINES OUT. 
Illustrated by DORIS ZINKEISEN 


THE STORY OF CORPORAL TRIM 
Illustrated by D. M. BATTY 


Price 2]- at all Newsagents and Bookstalls. 
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“A 
Sensible 
us 
for the 
Sensible 
Man” 


THE TATLER 


FREE TREATISE. 


How Society men and women guard against Remarkable results follow this 
the social and business handicap of Grey Hair 
is revealed in a dainty little Boudoir Book just | and less grey. 
published, 


WHY REMAIN GREY? 


How Society Men and Women Recreate their Haire Lost Colour 


method, 


Right from the first your hair beeomes less 


| No matter how long the greyness has existed, 


This book will not take you ten minutes | the lost colour iis restored. 
to read, yet it discloses the secret by which 
you can grow glossy, abundant, am 
hair, and—imost important of all—preserwe |) sexulb iit as hard as you can. 


You cam easily prove tihis 
d silken | has been restored, jms 


h you 


When the 


spac of 


y it from the greying and eslonr comesamay, ‘Mhis 
disfiguring touch of Time The One Method Endorsed is because the colour its 
r by one treatment part of tlhe many stimtnne 
endorsed by the Press. by the Press. of your Tair, and mot 2 
“THE QUEEN” Gaudi “COURT Faye ar ainin. 
No CHRONICLE”) say's: Bese 
7 THE FOLLY OF is Packistine | certainly isadmviraiile 
f DYES, tn sts resulls. Its effects are per- PROW, 
144 % manent, t ts delightiully clean ie = ES RANG 
se Dyes and artificial hair Jand cas —“ There caste) FAECAL AM 
paints of course, lother points which eonumvemdl tit, its BEAUIW.. 
Strictly tabooed by men sweat ts pom tine gore! 
Oe) and women of refine. [health and condition off tthe Heit. aed Besitdkes re 
ment. This is not only [so om; but tt is tm ais iil} isst casilonn, 
good but good [powers of restoring the anual afin Hof) ment iinmeoues 


It 


that 


dye 


—=SHIRTS 
PYJAMAS «¢ SOFT COLLARS 


3 


“wp 


Their obvious smartness and 
tastefulness are appreciated 
because of their careful cut 


ds 6 3 hair's real colour from of “Facktattitwe’ jaw adlluii 5 fivon: theftoree itt 
, ; 0 and finish and hard-wearing and root You will thee amd wamenins atiierauttiontifies thom dill or 
> If any difficulty in find how to do this artis. Revutlives siiimilil wartiie tindisy tio 


obtaining, write Washing qualities. In the enormous 


§ (Dept. 121M), 16 ig something to suit every taste. 
St. Martin’s-le- 
§ Grand, London, SOLD BY LEAD-|LOOK FOR THE RE- 


E.C.1, for name of ING HOSIERS,|GISTERED “LUVIS- 


nearest retailer and OUTFITTERS|GARiBIe Woe 


descriptivebooklet. | AND STORES. |GENUINE WITHOUT. 


sense as well. Dyed hair 
is always conspicuons. 
literally shouts the 
embarrassing information 
colour came 
out of a bottle. Further, 


structure and health, rots 
it away, and causes it to 
fall out. 

There is only one satis- 
factory method of curi aie ters Supers 
greyness and hair loss of PP Shane forihitis inet a flew lie ectivcatis yan Heir 
This is to re 
naturally, your fgmesn testimanny aiid ihestia 


colour, 
create, 


between the gold_ and tori Shree, Wasmminstiar, Lomting,sssw.dj, 2 even = 
covers Of the fora frnr trnatiine, wiih: will tre seat? Arti FES UD too 1 
book mentioned above. free im plietin sardine’ envadinies. yooit aq eaesnttas 


BOOK OF HAI 


Should you be troubled 
to-day to the “ Facktative™ 
their book describing how 

Just mention your 24 
plain sealed envelope, free 


3 
S 
8 
Courtaulds, Ltd. variety of patterns available there e ivorine 


thehairthatcttschiel tvttemest Uoas)") 
“SUNDAY TIMES” says: 5 5 
“*Fackiative” ds muanune's coun Ikt mamouss 
remedy, and of tts etinany one} mnriietiions off 
can scarcely shock sudtivientihy inl Dardinuth. 
praise... . mexssonailly uses! 
this restorative. . . .. D can myst! 
testihy to the tut off alll itt motiesess 
to accomplish” —Hinsawas ((Ediiimass 
“ Secrets of Hen 


the hair’s 


Vittdiisas he 


_ Tht ye 
fidlime cott 
Timally 


anud. Berauihy'’)). 


= 


Binutiny d ' 
andl stim. SBME site 
nemesttés Of ors) bout 


only. tat aaummugannsiong Give J 
Book ts sent fuill, mndieshentian: 


ACHAT” 


the 


Gin. (Girlie 7h), 684, Wits 


ii arr ottiernviteedisen 
Siteett, Wéestiminsster 
i ity 


SET NEON. 


Tht  itpigoreet 


pic Thgiir iim aay 


alll aan 
Sauff ar 


zara 
aardl 


PEATEs a  sttrang 
lhnsunti att grew - 


tlie 


Heit 


munth 
fitem 


Self-Filling 
“Swan” 
230 C 
with Clip, 


ETERNAL 
“ SWAN" 
444 - 27/6 
644 - 30/- 
844 - 35/- 


Illustrated List post free. 
MABIE, TODD & CO., LTD., Swan House, 133 & 135, Oxford Street, 


London, W.1. Branches: 79, High Holborn, W.C.1j; 95, Regent St, 
W.1; 114, Cheapside, E.C.2, and at 3, Exchange Street, Manchester, 


s 


If you know someone tto 
whom you woukd like 
to give special pleasure, 


send a “Swan” 


O gift cam be mare sine of neadhy ancepitames. 
- S Witea 299 
Now, and im the yearns tm coms, ma ~Sivam” 


Pen will keep fresh the meamony of a lkintliy 
thought, adequately expressed. 


For the “Swan” is a gift whith willl senve itt 
owner for a lifetime, exsunimge, Iby its diumdble 
qualities of usef ss amd pleasing apiyenmines, 
a recognition of good taste aml affaxtionate 
regard not easily fongoitiem. 


Prices: SE Piling: Tyre fhm g};; alter “Svanss'” ffm 10if6. 


Of alll Statiiunens anti Tesusdibnss. 
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ENGLISH PERFUMES 


RED ROSE 

ENGLISH VIOLETS 

ROSE GERANIUM 

ROMAN HYACINTH 
FLORIS JASMIN, Etc. 


89,JERMYN STREET, 
SNe 2 Bass) + 
AA), es, UAT 


SSA yene tat 
A UNIQUE XMAS GIFT 


There can be no more welcomed gift than one of the 
famous Pictures by H. M. Bateman printed in full colour 


DIRECT 
FROM 
SCOTLAND 


The ideal 
“Hug” Cloak 
for light weight 
and comfort. 
Made from pure wool 
fleecy tweed in a ) i i 
variety of check effects 
at the moderate price 


of 
73/6 — 


Also, in the same material, 


LONDON. >i} 
& 


INIA 


4/-, 5/6, 7/6 post free 
Full of Sultanas, stem ginger, 
almonds and spice. 


Galbraith’s “AYR” 
Shortbread and Cakes 
are known and appre- 
ciated the world over. 
What an acceptable 
Christmas Gift ! 


Christmas List with sugges- 


tions for Horsign Parcels Coatsone i 79/6 
post free, 
Skits - - 38/6 
Size of Work 
of each picture Rugs - a 33/6 


14in. by 10 in. 


on plate sunk 


80-82, High Street, 


</ Aur , Scotland 25 in. by 20 int a A Tea ie 
Copies 10/6 y) tee 
eT eccie 42 George Street, Edinburgh, 


Signed artist's 


proofs, 
2O/- each. IN BEAUTIFUL SURREY 
Postage éd. On Dry Soil Nearly 500 Feet Above Sea Level 
extra, LEATHER YXEAD 


Ideal, High-Class, Labour-Sz 
with Magnificent Ha! Gardens 
(20 minutes’ Electric Train S @ to Waterloo) 
GAS—ELECTRIC LIGHT— MAIN DRAINAGE 
NO ROAD CHARGES—FROM £975 FREEHOLD 
E. W. SCARLETT, 
Builder, Epsom Road, ASHSTEAD, Surrey, 
Please write for full Particulars. 


“SUSSEX” BIRDBATHS 
AND SUNDIALS 


Fi XMAS PRESENTS 

~ ——— 
“Sussex” Birdbath. 
Usual 
rates O10 
Sussex’ Sundials, 
Height 

si 37/6 
8) Solid brass 8 in. 
dial, 12/6 extra 
Made of reinforced 
imperishable stone, 
Usual Price - £4 
Sent on Approval 

against Cash. 


RTHING, for 
WORT LU Garden 


ng BUNGALOWS 


ET 


“The Guardsman Who Dropped It” 


Small 


ductions in half 


repro- 


tone of all the 
pictures will be 
sent post free 


on application, 


“wa i pp i 2 4) ae ‘ 
“The Man Who Bid Half-a-Guinea at Tattersall’s” 


Send % Durrington, ! 
illustrated Catale ate of Beaulifu 


7naments. 
An Everlasting Present. 


The Series, in addition to the two illustrated, includes :— 


Sports Suits in Rodier material 
from 63 Guineas. 


Hand blocked Felts from 25/6 
Special 1 Guinea Felts. Post 9d. 


at 83, Davies St., W.1 


and 


63, South Molton Street, W.1. 


“The Man Who Threw a Snowball at 
St. Moritz” 


“The Curate Who Saw Red” 
“The Débutante” 


“The Man Who Crept into the Royal Enclosure 
in a Bowler” 


“Behind the Scenes at Wellington Barracks” 

“Stand Easy” 

“Very Well Meant” 

“The Favourite Wins” : 

“The Man Who Missed the Ba!l on the First 
Tee at St. Andrews” 


“The Man Who Lit His Cigar before the Royal 
Toast 


“The Umpire Who Confessed He Wasn't 
ooking 

“Figaro Chez Lui” 

“The Girl Who Ordered a Glass of Milk at 
the Café Royal e 

“The Discovery of a. Dandelion on the Centre 
Court at Wimbledon” 

“The Croupiers Who Showed Signs of Emotion” 

“The Cad Who Was Improperly Dressed on 
the Lido” 

“The Man Who Begged to Differ from His 
Mother-in-Law” 


“ And Now, Dear Admiral, tell us all about the 
Battle of Jutland |” 


Order with remittance to be sent to “ Dept. E,” 


THE TATLER, 6 Great New Street, E.C.4 


t 


“ Sussex” Garden Ornaments Co, 
(Dept. L.) Durrington, WORTHING. 
London Showrooms :— 
40/42, OXFORD STREET, W.1 


ei a 


E.F.G. Pocket Dictionaries 


ENGLISH, FRENCH, GERMAN, 
ITALIAN, LATIN, SPANISH: 
Cloth, Square Corners, from 1/6 oe 
Art Cloth, Round Corners, from ae : 
Leather, Round Corners, from 3/- net. 
Prospectus on application to— 


EYRE & SPOTTISWOODE (Bible Warehouse), 
1, Printer Street, London, E.C.4, 


LTD, 


No. 13784, NovemsBrr 25, 1927] THE TATLER 


One Plum from “The Sketch Book and Winter’s Pie ” 


ELSI 
READING 


Both (in chorus): “Isn’t it wonderful, darling, just you and I!” 


N.B.—That remarkable publication “The Sketch Book and Winter's Pie” will be published on November 29th. The present issue 
contains many pages such as the above and in addition antusing stories and humorous illustrations which make this publica- 
tlon indispensable. Its price is Two Shillings and it can be bought at any bookstall or from the Publishing Office, 6 Gt. New St. 


TAL TATTLE 


ERP 


114-109 


Perfume 
Bath § 
Talcum Powder 1/9 
Lip Salve 
Vanishing 


Complexion Powder 


Poudre Compact —.2/- 
Toilet Soap 


(No, 13784, Novemper 25, 1929 


These 
latest creations of =e 
Erasmicareall delicious- 
ly fragrant with Peerless 
Perfume — an odour of 
distinction, charm | 
personality. Always make 
Peerless your perfume 
Let these Erasmic crez 
tions munister to yous 
complexion needs 
They are the ex- 
quisites of the 
toilette ! 


ersoma di) ty — 


Peerless 
5/6 and 10/- 
Salts 3/-,4/6&6/9 


od 


Cream 
per vase 2/6 


2/- aud 6d 


each tablet 6d 
Box of three 1/6 


ah 


LOO 


~ Creations ERASMIC y © 


ERASMIC, PERFUMERS., LONDON. 


= 


erie 
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